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THE 
LYRIC MISCELLANY; 
OR THE ESSENCE OF 


HARMONY and HUMOUR: 


CONTAINING 


A CHOICE COLLECTION OF 
0 W--0 44 - 0g 
CANTA-TI & 5, 
AND GEXVINE PIECES or 
| > WIT AND HUMOUR, 
; CALCULATED 10 


Inſpire Mirth, raiſe the Spirits, and enliven the Heart. 


The whole forming an Aſſemblage of Vocal Entertainment, and 
adapted to all Degrees of Taſte, being the moſt Novel as 
well as ſuperior of the Kind, ever offered the Public. 

In Wit and good Fellowſhip our Time we paſs 
fF Witha Mind of Content, a Song, and a Glaſs, 
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A roſe from her boſom has tray d — 
Away, let naught to love diſpleaſing — 
As yet a virgin in my teen? — — 


A. ſailor's life's a life dye ſe!(ꝛ( x,ü] 


s "croſs the field the other morn — 

A painful thrilling mou'd my leaart 
Mh ! where can fly my ſoul's true love — 
Ah, how ſweet the rural ſcene — 


Amidſt the illuſions that oer the mind flutter _ 


A linnet, juſt fledg d, from its leaf-ſhady bow'r 


Ai, will no change of time — — 


Adieu, thou dreary pile, where never dies 


A dying thruſh young Edwy found — 


Al, Roſe, forgive the hand ſevere 
As ſtraying thro" the jeſs mine grove — 
A laſs that was laden with care — 


A roſe-tree in full bearing 


A2 


INDEX 


B 
| Believe, charming maid, a fond youth who adores you 32 
Be ſtill, my heart, embrace thy chain — 93 
Beneath a green ſhade a lovely young ſuain 101 
Blow, blow, thou ſummer's breeze — I14 
C 
Come, fing round my fovorite tree — 2 
e, cheer up, my lads, Chriſtmas is near — Oy 
Come, buy of poor Mary, primroſes I ſell 3 73 
Cold blew the wind, no gleam of light — 


D 


Deareſt youth this heart will break — | 
Dear object of each fond deſire — 91 


Dear image of the maid I love 95 
5 
Ere bright Roſina met My eyes —ͤ—ͤ— 31 
Enjoy, my child, the balmy ſleep — 57 
| F - 

Fair Laura on the banks of Dee — 5 
For me my fair a wreath has wou — 8 
For England, when, with fav'ring gale — 38 
From aloft the ſailor looks around — 43 
Faithful love indeed is mine — 69 
From labor's ſons around —— — 70 
Friendſhip is the bond of reaſon — 77 
Fer tenderneſs form'd in life's early day — 117 
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IND EX. 


G 
Good humour, peace and glee return 6 33 
Great Britain ſlill her charter boaſts —— 62 
Go, George, I can't endure you — 66 
H 
How bleſt were late my jocund hours —: 22 
How poor are words, how varn is art 25 


How charming a camp is when ſoldiers late and early 28 
How pleaſant a ſailor”s life paſſes | 
How ſeeet are the lies which a friend can impoſe 60 


Hark, the ſweet horn proclarms afar — 69 

Happy ſhepherd, ever bleſt-—— — 72 

How oft", Loui ſa, haſt thou ſaid — 79 

How fair the virgin "By blows — 94 

How happy the ſeaſon of childhood appears 112 
1 

1 fat out one eve math intention to roam — — Fd 


tn April when prinircſes paint the ſweet Plain 13 
pure are the jtreams of the fountain 


if a young wife you have jie's the plague of your ſoul 34 


k Ratlin was the ableſt ſeaman 
{ thought our quarrels ended 
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lmpreſt with ev ry fond deſire ————— 95 
Feine and muſic have the pow'r — 10 
1% cull the ſweets of ev'ry mead — 12 
L. 
Long live great George our King — 
Love 170 the keart all its dangers concealing 19 
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Muſing o'er the ocean roaring 


INDEX 


Let ſhepherd lads and maids advance — 


Let angry ocean to the [ky 
Like deu- drops that hang on the roſe — 


M 


My muſe ſpall ſing but let the lay 
My dear Molly — | 


N 


No more ye boaſting bards maintain 
Now Cynthia rode in ſilver car 
Now the woodland choriſts ſing 
Now the bluſtring Boreas blows 
Now pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er the plain 


0 


Oer deſert plains and ruſby mears — 


— — 


Of friendſhip I have heard much talk 
One ſhort moment I embrace — 
O with my deareſt Clara bleſt — 
One night while round the fire we ſat ——— 
Our ſteps by virtue s laws to bind — 
O had my love ne er ſmil'd on me — 
One day I heard Mary ſay 


D tell me ye gentle nymphs and ſwain? — 
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Pretty maid your fortune's here — 
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INDEX. 


8 
Speak on, ſpeak thas, and ſill my grief — 3 
Stay, traveller, tarry here to nig lit — 89 
Severe the pangs of /lighted love — 96 
See May approaches crown'd with flo rs — 

Surely u woman's a pow"rful creature —— 107 


T 
Tho” the turbulent ſeaſon of paſſion is er 4 


The morning dew that wets the roſe — 10 
'T he tar on the ocean true-hearted and brave — 14 


The gentle dew diſtill d from heav'n —— 18 
The Britiſh flag ſhall ſtill maintain 24 
The mind oppre /s d with ſleep may obe — 26 
Tho” prudence may preſs ne — 33 
The ſhipwreck'd tar on billows toft 35 
Thro' twilight gloom where groves embow'r the vale 35 
be merry dance I dearly love 40 
FJhro' France, thro" all the German reg ions — 41 
Tho' by the tempeſt the bar, 's rudely driven _ 49 
The Britiſꝶ ſailor ploughs the ſeas — 52 
ToThee, O God, I make my laſt appeal — 55 
The muſk-roſe blooms in thorns and tears — 74 
T he ſummer-heats beſtowing — 76 
Tho" the cauſe of ſuſpicion appears — 7 
Tho' pity I cannot deny — — 383 
T he moon had climb'd the higheſt hill — 85 
Tube conflit's o'er my love adieu — 86 
Tue topjails fill the waving bark unmoors — 92 
The laſt time I came ver "the moor, — 103 
The ſilver moon that ſhines ſo bright — 109 
Tle ſapling oak dh in the dell — 118 
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INDEX. 


There's Jomething in kiſſing I cannot ll why 

The wand ring fatlor ploughs the main — nn 
The morning ſmil'd ſerenely gay 
The roſe tho' a beautiful red 

Tho” toſs'd amidſt the ocean”s bed — 
The night was ſtill the air ſerene — 


T he dear poſſeſſor of my heari 
U 


Unleſs with my Amanda leſt — 
W 


When firſt on the plain I began to appear — 
When love hath charm's the virgin's ear — 
Were Nancy but a rural maid — 
Miene er ſpe bade me ceaſe to plead — 
When the roſy morn appearing — 
When the banners of glory are ſtreaming —— 
When firſt you won my virgin heart — 
Were Galen to riſe from elyſium below — 
When bidden to the wake or fair — 
When Nicholas firſt to court began — 
When firſt I ſought your heart to move — 
When William at eve meets me down at the ſtile 


When ruddy Aurora awakens the day — 


When Britain firſt, at heav'n's command 

When my money was gone that I gain'd in the wars 
When o'er the world the heedleſs lamb —ͤ— 
Mien love invades the peaceful breaſt — 
When gloomy thoughts my ſoul poſſeſs — 
When we ſtout free-bosters prowl — 


: Why will Florella when I gaze 


119 
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127 
133 


140 
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133 


140 


Mien hope was quite ſunk in deſpair 


When firſt this humble roof I knew 


INDEX. 


When firſt Maria ſmil'd on me — 
W hat beauties does Flora diſcloſe — 


When firſt the youth his fears for ſooꝶ 

What jhepherd or virgin in valley or grobe 
When zephyr, who ſighs for the lover”s ſoft bliſs 
When night her ſable curtain drew © 
When through the woods the hunters trace — 
When the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeen 
When rural lads and laſſes gay — 


Y 


Young Jockey tript it o'er the meal — —& won 
Ye ſable clouds, oh, veil thoſe beams | 
Ye myrtle wreaths from fragrant bow'rs 
Ie birds for whom I rear'd the grve 
Ye hours that. part my love and me 
Ye ſylvan pow'rs that rule the plain 
Ye fair be advis'd by a friend 

Ye zephyrs come flutter and play 
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Zephyr come, thou playful minion 
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THE 


LYRICMISCELLANY. 


8 O N s. 
THE MAID OF THE ROCK. 
Sung by Maſter Wal. 


SAT out one eve with intention to roam 
To the rock where the ſurges wantonly play, 
When the owl had Role out from her ſecret home, 
And bright veſted heſperus clos'd in the day: 
The moon was at full and with dignity role, 
And tiſſu'd with filver the green mantled ſeas; 


The god of the ocean was gone to repoſe, 
And Eolus fann'd with a whiſpering breeze. 


7 3 B 


3 


On reaching the cave where old legends report, 
And many a horrible tale has been ſung; 
Where blood-hunting robbers had oft' held their court, 
On each ſide was ſome veſtige of chivalry hung.: 
My eyes were alarm'd at the ſight of a maid, 
Who near to the cavern ſat ſilent in grief; 
Her head on her hand all in ſorrow was laid, 
A hard rocky pillow was all her relief. 


She ſtarted with fear, and ſhe fain would have fled, 
I begg'd her to ſtay, and her ſorrows relate; 
Then told her from me ſhe had nothing to dread, 
That I was brought there by the order of fate: 
You came by the order of one, ſhe reply d, 
Who has done all ſhe can to diſtract my poor mind; 
O'erwhelm'd in the deep my William, my pride-— 


Then ſunk, and ſhe gave her laſt breath to the wind. 


8 O0 N. G. 
1'LL DIE FOR NO SHEPHERD, NOT Is 
Sung r Vauxhall. 


W firſt on the plain I began to appear, 

And the ſhepherds to ogle and figh; _ 

They call'd me their dear, their delight, and mein; . 
But I heed no ſuch nonſenſe, not 3 


Not 


t, 


2 


ot 


1 80 


Not all their fine words, their flatt'ry, and love, 


Though they ſwore if J frown'd they ſhould die, 


Could bring me to like, to love, or approve, 
For I heed no ſuch nonſenſe, not 1. 


But now, in my turn, I'm in love too, I find, 
Tho' believe I for grief ſhould not die, 

Were Jemmy as falſe as the wavering wind, 
O, I heed no ſuch. nonſenſe, not I. 


I think the lad likes me, and he may prove true, 


Aud if ſo I will love *till I die; - 
But if he proves fickle then I'll prove ſo too, 
Or I'll die for no ſhepherd, not I, 


— — 
S O N G. 
TALK OF HIM THAT'S FAR AwA. 


A favorite Scotch Song. 


4 SING o'er the ocean roaringy 


Which divides my love and me; 
Ev' ry pow'r above exploring, 
For his weal where'er he be: 
Hope and fear for each proud billow, 
Fills my mind with dreadful awe ; 
Whiſp'ring ſpirits round my pillow, 
Talk of him that 8 far awa. 


SIT 
B 2 
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Ye whom forrow never wounded, 
Ve who never ſhed a tear; 

Care untroubled, joy ſurrounded, 
Gaudy day to you is dear: 
Gentle night, do thou befriend me, 

Dowuy lleep the curtain draw ; 
$virits kind again attend me, 
Talk of him that's far awa, 


SQ. N 8. 
TATENDSHIP WITH WOMAN, 


HO' the turbulent ſeaſon of paſſion is o'er, 

The pulſe is grown feeble, the breaſt heaves no 
7 more; 

I realiſe pleaſures rovers but Sen 

In the ſweet converſation of her I eſteem: 
In friendſhip with woman there's joy without pain, 
There's a charm there's a ſomething too nice to ex- 

lain; 

"Tis a bliſs fa far exceeding the frenzy of love, 
Tis an earneſt of that which we hope for above. 


* 


Then come, my Amanda, to groves let us ſtray, 
Our minds were not form d for the proud or the gay: 

We'll grieve for the wanton, we'll pity the great, 

And no vice or folly ſball ſhame our retreat: 

In the ſtudy or mead, by the brook or the fire, 

Thy preſence is all that my ſoul could defire ; 

But if frolickſlome Cupid i is {till bent on war, 

Let bim tap Hy ymen 's ſhoulder, and come if he dare, 
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$ N 8. 
COLIN AND LAURA.. 
PAIR Laura on the banks of Dee, 
At eve renew'd her ſung — - 


My Colin foon return to me, 
Ye hours fly ſwift along: 


Gay hopes the tedious morn begviles 


Noon brings no joy to me, 
The evening ſighs I hide in Imiles, 
"Till I my Colin ſee. 


On zephyr's wing her accents glide, 
The youth appear'd in view; 7 

Be ſtill, my heart, ſweet Laura figh'd, 
And to her Colin flen : | 


* 
4 


The joy that triumph'd in each heart, 


Each other's eyes reveal; 
The breaſt like her's devoid of art, 
Could not one thought conceal. * 


SONS. 


WHEN LOVE HATH CHARM'D, 


HEN love hath charm'd the virgin's ear, 
She hides the tender thought it in vain ; 
How oft' a bluſh, a ſigh, a tear, 
Betrays the ſweetly anxious pain. 


S323 - For 


For thee a mutual flame I own, 
Thy joys, thy ſorrows both are mine; 
Thy virtue all my ſoul has won, 

That boaſts a paſſion Fr as thine, 


No more ſhalt thou my alla mourn, 
I rruſt the tear that dims thine eye, 
I ſee fair truth thy lip adorn, 
And hear her voice in ev'ry ſigh, 


$ ON. 6. 


LOVE, CONSTANCY, AND TRUTH. 


ERE Nancy but a rural 2 2 
And I her only wann, 
We'd tend our flotks an flowery Mend, 
And on the verdant plains 7; 4 Go 
In Nancy ev'ry joy combine, | 
With grace and blooming youth, 
In her with lucid brightneſs ſhine 
Love, conſtancy, and truth. 


When Phoebus bright ſinks in the weſt, 
And flocks are pent in fold, 

Beneath a fay'rite tree we'll reſt, 
In joys not to be told. 


In Nancy, &c. 


t 7) 


Let others fancy courtly joys, 
I'd live in rural peace; 

While wedded love, that never cloys, 
Shou'd crown our days! in peace. 


In Nancy, &c, 


SONG. 


O'ER DESERT PLAINS, 


© deſert plains, and ruſhy mears, 


And whither'd heaths I rove: 
Where tree, nor ſpire, nor cot appears, 
I paſs to meet my love: 
But though my path were damaſk'd o'er 
With beawties e'er fo fine, 
My buſy thoughts would fly' before, 
To fix alone on thine, 5 


No fir-crown'd hills could give delight, 


No palace pleaſe mine eyes; 


No pyramid' 8 rial height, : 


Where mouldering monarch lies; 
Unmov'd ſhould eaſtern kings advance, 
Could I the pageant ſee; 


Splendor might catch one ſcornful glance, 


Not ſteal one thought from thee. 
By 


Struck 


(8 ) 


Struck with your charms and gCatle truth, 


I claſp'd my conſtant fair; 
To you alone give my youth, 
And vow my future care: | 
And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
Or I your charms forego, 
The ſtream that ſaw your tender love, 
That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to-flow. 


£00 «6: 


FOR ME MY FAR, 


OR me my fair a wreath has wove, 
Where rival flow'rs in union meet; 
As oft ſhe kiſs'd this gift of love, 
Her breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſweet. 


A bee within a damaſk roſe 
Had crept, the nectar'd dew to ſip; 
But leiler ſweets the thief foregoes, 
And fixes on Louiſa's lip. 


1 here, taſting all the bloom of ſpring, 


Wak'd by the rip'ning breath of May, 


Th' ungrateſul ſpoiler leſt his ſting, 
And with the honey fled away, 


SONG, 


(9) 


S O N G 
YOUNG JOCKEY TRIPT IT O'ER THE MIA. 


OUNG jockey tript it o'er the mead, 
Acroſs the new-mown hay; 
And tho” he paſs'd along with ſpeed, 
My heart with him did ſtray ; 

Ah! whither, whither is he fled, 

To what ſequeſter'd grove? 
Or, what ſtill happier nymph detains 

The objeR of my love? 


'} Reſtore him quickly to my ſight, 
| Sweet as the flowing May; 
With joy and peace my heart delight, 
With gladnefs crown the day: 
To me his looks by far ſurpaſs 
The radiant tinge of morn ; 
His eyes, his mien, his ſhape, his air, 
A palace might adorn, 


But ſhould the charming lovely ſwain, 
To other nymphs be kind, 
I then alone muſt here complain, 
And ſigh unto the wind: 
With utmoſt caution then, ye ſair, E 
On man attempt to gaze, 
Leſt you alike with me ſhould pine, 
In love's enchanting blaze. 


B 5 e 


SHE NEVER THINKS Of Mr. 


Sung at Vauxhall, | 


HE morning dew. that wets the wh b 
Its blooming tints more lovely deus: 5 
So on my Mary's face appears 4 
The pearly luſtre of her tears, 
When others woes ſhe weeps to ſee, 
But, ah! ſhe never thinks of me. 


d 
g 


When round the youth in tranſports gaze, 
And love forbids the pow 'r to praiſe; 
While ſhe with artleſs mien beguiles, 
And ſweetly wounds with fatal ſmiles: 
Her triumph ſtill I'm fond to ſee, 
Although ſhe never thinks of me. 


Then go, fair hope, for ever go, f 
Here will I nouriſh deareſt woe; = 4 
For ſorrow's ſelf can ſweets impart, | 1 
Sweet ev'ry pang that rends the heart: 

And ſweet to die twill ſurely be, 

For her who never thinks of me. 


SONG. 
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MONEY is YOUR FRIEND! 
Sung by Mr. Fohannot.. _ . 


F friendſhip I have heard. 8 talks. 
But you'll find in the end, 
That if diſtreſs'd, at any rate, 
| Then money is your friend: 
Yes, money is your friend, is it not? 7 
Yes, money is your friend, is it not? 


| & Ra 


— — go 
14K. 
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If you are ſick and like, to die, B13 
And for the doctor ſend, VVV 

To him you muſt advance a ſee, | 
Then money is your friend, 

Then money is your friend, &c.. 


If you ſhould have a ſuit at law, 

On which you much depend, | 
You muſt pay the lawyer for his brief, 
J Then money is your friend, 

- 4 Yes, money is you friend, &c. 


Then let me have but ſore of gold, 
From ills it will defend; 

In ev'ry exigence of life 
Dear money is a friend. 

| Yes, money is your friend, &. 
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S ON G. 


BE QUICK, FOR I'M IN HASTE. 


S *croſs the field the other morn, 
I tripp'd ſo blithe and gay, 
The ſquire with his dog and gun, 
By chance came by that way: 
Whither ſo faſt, ſweet maid, he cry'd, 
And caught me round the waiſt, 
Pray ſtop awhile'—* dear Sir, ſaid I, 
Lcan't, for I'm in rand 


You muſt not go as 46 7d * 
For I have much to ſay; 

Come, fit you down, and let us chat, 
Upon the new-mown hay: 


I've lov'd you long, and oft'have wilh'd 


Thoſe ruby lips to taſte, 
I'll have a kiſs'—*Well; then, ſaid * 
Be qick, for I'm. in haſte.” 


Juſt as I ſpoke I faw young Hodge 


Come thro' a neighbouring gate; 


He caught my hand, and cry'd, dear girl, 


I fear I've made you wait ; 


But here's the ring, come, let's to church, 


The joys of love to taſte— 


I left the ſquire, and laughing cry'd, 


You ſee, Sir, I'm in haſte. 


— 
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S ON 6. 


THE YELLOW HAIR'D LAbpI . 
N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet N 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain; 
The yellow hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 
To wilds, and deep glens, where the. hawthorn trees 
grow. 1 


There, under the ſhade of an'old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves ev'ning and morn ; 
He ſang with ſo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, 

That ſylvans and fairies unſeen danc'd around, 


The ſhepherd thus ſung—tho' young Maddie be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud air: 
But Suſie was handſome and ſweetly could ſing, 
Her breath, like the breezes, perfum'd in the Pins 


That Maddie, in all the gay bloom of ker youth, 


Like the moon, was inconſtant, and never ſpoke ut 1 


But Suſie was faithful, good-humour'd and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſe. 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dow'r, 
Was awkwardly airy and frequently ſour : 

Then, ſighing, he wiſh'd, would parents agree, 

The witty ſweet Suſan his miſtreſs might be. 


—— 


SONG. 


SON 6. 
THE TRUE HEARTED SAILOR. 


: } 


"HE tar on u the ocean, true at and bekve,” | 
Looks down with contempt on the bis "ng 
wave ; 
Regardleſs of danger, he views with a ſmile * 
The ſcas in commotion, and thus ſing the while= 
Tho tempeſts may rock me, | 
No terror can ſhock me,. 22 8 
For liſe they preach up, we muſt ay as à toll; 
And our ſhip, ſhould death dock 2 
For old Davy's. locker, 


Why, dye mind me, he'll ne er get an inch of my ſoul, 


U 


When war is in motion ſtill ſee him behave 
Undaunted, and ſmiling at death and the grave; 


And though from all quarters the ſhot round him. 


wings, 
The true hearted failor thus careleſsly ſings : 
Tho' tempeſts may rock me, 
| No terror can ſhock me, 
For life, they preach up, we muſt pay as a toll; 
And our ſhip, ſhould death dock ber, 
For old Davy's locker, 


Why, d'ye mind me, he'll ne'er get an inch of my foul, A 


SONG. 


by 
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For ever now the darling day, 


{ 15s } 
— 
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Sung by Maſter greg N 
O more, ye boaſting bards maintain, 3 
That Phœbus gives the charming Trains. 
I hate your frantic folly; , U e ne TER 
No fancied muſe will I invite 5 vs e 
Whene'er I ſing, whene'er I Write, 
Smile thou, my lovely Polly. 


Let ſages that obſcurely dell, 


In nermit's cave, or cloyſter d cell, 
Enjoy their melancholy: 
No more from life recluſe III be, 
Nor quit the world while I can ſee 
The ſmiles of lovely Polly. 


By ſolemn ſtudy long confin'd, 
That gloomy goaler of the mind, 
Had ſunk my ſpirits wholly ; 
At length, determin'd to be free, 
Cries love, thy ſweet deliv'rer ſee, 
Then ſmal'd my lovely Polly, 


I laugh, and ſing, and dance, and play, 
All debonair and jolly ; 

Extatic bliſs, extatic joy, 

Delights that never never cloy, 


Are in the ſmiles of Polly. 


16 ) 
Chen cold December chills the glade, 


And languid leaves each blooming ſhade, 


Save ivy, box, or holly; 
What gives the ſun a ſoft'ning ray? 


What bids the drooping year be gay, 


The | miles of lovely Polly. 


No thruſh that glads the vocal plains, 
No ſhepherd ſings in ſweeter ſtrains, 

Of Blouzelind or Dolly; | 
When Strephon ſtrikes the dulcet lyre, 
The nymphs all dread, the fwains admire, 

The ſmiles of lovely Polly. 


When firſt theſe eyes the carmer bleſt, 


Of darts deep pierang thro' my breaſt, 
Sly Cupid caſt a volly ; 

The queen of graces then was by, * 

No, Cupid, Strephon ſhall not die, 
And lent her ſmiles to Polly. 


S ON G. 


A PAINFUL THRILLING MOV'D MY HEART. 


PAINFUL thrilling mov'd my heart, 
And oſt', and oft' produc'd a ſigh ; 
I never dreamt of Cupid's dart, 
Or gueſs'd, or gueſs'd the reaſon why: 
But gently preſs d my Colin's hand, 
My face, my face came crimſon'd o'er, 
Love taught me then. to underſtand... 


Aas love, 'twas love I felt before. 


\ 


* 


E 


The blufhing youth to ſpeak eſſay d, 

But words, but words he could not find; 
A falt'ring tongue his ſtate betray'd, 

And brought, and brought to view his mind; : 
A pulſe his ev'ry finger own'd, 

Each throb, each throb my palm receiv'd, 
With joy I found my wiſhes crown'd, 

And all, and all my doubts reliev'd. 


The fears of love are gone and o'er, 
For Colin's, Colin's made my own; 
Grant him but life, I aſk no more, 
Or envy, envy queens a throne ; 
Supremely o'er his heart Ireign, 
He mildly, mildly governs mine; 
One even thought our minds contain, 


Our bliſs, our bliſs is bliſs divine. 


s O N G, 
THE KINO. 
Sung by Mr. Collixs. 


ONG live great George our King, 
God ſave Old England's King, 
Long live the King: 
And while with glory crown'd, 
Envy'd by. nations round, 
Let earth and ſkies refound, 
Long live the king. 


To 
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To glad each riſing day, 
May his benignant ſway y, TY 
New bleſſings bring: | 
May he his foes appal, 
Cruſh thoſe who ſeek bis fall, 
While we ſhout one and all, 
God lave the King, 


George no fell dart ſhall dread, 

Hurl'd from a hydra head, 
With poiſon'd ſting ; 

But foul rebellion's train, 

Gnaſhing their teeth in vain, 

Shall ſee triumphant reign, 
Great 2 our King. 


Turn Eaſt, Weſt, North, aol South, 
And from our cannon's mouth, | 
Make the world ring ; 
Swell thy loud trumpet, fame, 
Britons with pride proclaim, 
They'll wade through fire and flame 


To guard their King. 


THE GENTLE DEW DISTILL' e FROM HEAV'N, 


HE gentle dew diſtill'd "ik heay't a, 
Revives the drooping flow'r, | 
So God-like pity firſt was givn, 
Fo ſooth a mournful hour: 


The 


LO 


he 
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The aid of med'cine oſt' we try, 
Our health impair'd to mend; 

Alas! what cordial can ſupply, 
The ablence of a friend, 


Sharp are the pangs, hard to remove, 


A long contracted grief; 


The pain once caus'd by lighted love, 


Admits of no relief, 


SON. 
LOVE FROM THE HEART ALL ITS DANGER CONCEALING» 
Sung in the Taun':d Tower, 4 


OVE from the he er concealing, 
Reaſon they ſay i {ot wer can remove; 
But ſhould you betray me, your talinocd perceiving, 
Too well do I love you the peril to ſhun, 


But bliſs kindly ſtealing, Xo 

Still the deluſion ſo fweet may I'p prove ; 

So if you muſt cheat me, ſtill farther nee, 
Oh, blinded by vous to the laſt lead me on. 
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WHENE'ER SHE BADE ME CEASE TO PLEAD, 
Sung in the Priſoner. 


WERE ſhe bade me ceaſe to plead, 
Her breaſt would gently heave, b 
And prov'd, her lips beguil'd a heart 
Hl practis'd to deceive. 


Whene'er ſhe bade me ceaſe to plead, 
Her breaſt would gently heave; 
As ſwelling waves that ſeem inclin'd, 


To greet the ſhores they leave behind, 


8 ON 6. 


17 PURE ARE THE SPRINGS OF TYE FOUNTAIN, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


F pure are the ſprings of the ſountain, 
1 As purely the xivers will flow, 
If noxious the ſtreams from the mountain, 
It poiſons the valley below: 
So of vice or of virtue poſſeſs'd, 
1.85 The throne makes the nation 
t | q i 'Thro' ev'ry gradation, 


Or wretched or bleſs'd. 
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S ON s. 


HENRY'S COTTAGE MAID. 


H! where can fly my ours true love, | 


Sad I wander this lone grove; 
Sighs and tears for him I ſhed, 
Henry i is from Laura fled: 
Thy love to me thou didſt impart, 
Thy love ſoon won my virgin heart; 
But, deareſt Henry, thou'ſt betray'd 


Thy love with thy poor cottage maid, 


Through the vale my grief appears, 


Sighing ſad with pearly tears; 

Oft' thy image is my theme, 

As I wander on the green: 

See from my cheek the colour flies, 
And love's ſweet hope within me dies; 
For, oh! dear Henry, thou'ſt betray' ry 


Thy love, with thy poor cottage maid, 


g 1 


SONG. 


— ——p— — —-— 


( 22 ) 


8-0 NG. 
ZEPHYR, COME, THOU PLAYFUL MINION, 


Sung by Miſs Dall. 


EPHYR, come, thou playful minion, 
Ed reet with whiſpers ſoft mine ear; 
Hence each breeze of ruder pinion, 
Tell me J have nought to fear: 
Gently, zephyr, wing him over, 8 

Tho' 1 ne'er behold him more: 
With the bfeath of ſome young lover, 
Waft him to his native ſhore. | 


S8 O N 6. 


HOW BLEST WERE LATE MY JOCUND HOURS. . 
Sung by Maſter Wal/h. 


OW bleſt were late my jocund hours, 
Which wing'd with pleaſure flew; 
When pleas'd within theſe fragrant bow'rs, 
No penſive cares I knew: 
Each morn aroſe to new delight, 
And nature look'd more gay ; 
For then fair Daphne bleſs'd my ſight, 
And charm'd the live long day. 
| 3 But 


( #8. 3 
But now, dies Daphne leſt the plain, 


In ſilent grief 1 mourn ; 


And nought can ſooth my dane pain, 


But Daphne's glad return: 

To me tis winter's dreary reign, 
Till ſhe diſpells the gloom; 

Oh! haſte, my fair, revive again, 
The ſpring's long wither'a bloom. 


. 


AH, HOW SWEET THE RURAL SCENE, 


H! how ſweet the rural ſcene, 

And the cool ſequeſter'd grove ; 

'There the wood nymph decks the green, 
Fondly tell their tales of love: 


{Where the ſhepherds oft' reſort, 


With their laſſes plain and neat; 
And in harmleſs dalliance ſport, 
Till the ev'ning bids retreat. 


Then to reſt they home return, 
Blithſome as the birds of May; 
In each breaſt ſoſt raptures burn, 
To renew their paſtimes gay: 
Thus the ruſtic race abound, 
With content from morn to night, 
And their peaceful hours are crown'd, 


With freſh ſcenes of pure delight. 


SONG. 
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$ O N 6, 
THE HEROES OF THE BRITISH FLEET. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


HE Britiſh flag ſhall ſtill retain 
Its influence o'er the ſubje& main: 

The guardians of its honor feel, 
Eacan inſult rouſe their warlike mat; 
And ſtill with rage their breaſts ſhall glow, 
Until they quell each haughty foe; 
The Britiſh damſels then with ſmiles, 
Shall bid them welcome to our iſles, 


And deck'd in charms with joy ſhall meet, 


The heroes of the Britiſh fleet. | 


Britannia's ſons ſhall quit the ſhore, 

To bid the thund'ring cannon roar, 
Shall bravely all her rights maintain, 
And ride victorious on the main: 

Then fame her loudeſt trump ſhall blow, 
And gilded laurels deck each brow, 

The Britiſh damſels, Kc. 


Old Neptune oft has won@'ring ood, 


And wav'd his trident o'er the flood, 
Whilſt Britiſh tars have won the day, 
And wealth and honors borne away : 
Still may they wake his wonder more, 
And bring new wonders to the ſhore. 
The Britiſh damſels, &c. 
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S ON 6. 


Sung by Miſs Dall. 


E ſable clouds, oh veil thoſe beams OG 
Which tempt, which tempt my willing heart, 

To trace the moſs-grown path along, 

And tempt me, tempt me to depart. 


Aſſiſt me, prudence, cautious maid, 
To (way my doubting breaſt, 
Bring ſober reaſon to my aid, 
And bid this rebel reſt: _ 
Yet oh, my Melville, ſtill for you 
This boſom beats with paſſion true. 


S O N G. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon.. 


Auguſta's charms to trace, 
er ſpeaking eye! her feeling heart! 
Such ſymmetry and grace! 
Her mind more pure than virgin ſnows, 
That on the mountain reſt ; 
Her lovely image ever glows 
Within this faithful breaſt, 


. 88 * 


4 II poor are words, how vain is art, 
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S O N G. 


Sung by Incledon. 


6 la mind oppreſs'd with ſleep may hope 


To ſooth corroding grief; 
But hopes in vain, if wayward love 
Denies to give relief. | 


Riſe then, my fair, thy ſlumbers ceaſe, 
And bleſs thy faithful ſwain, 

Whoſe boſom only beats for thee, 
Thy abſence all his pain: 

The mimic Death, oh, quick forſake, 

Awake, awake, my love awake, 


SONG. 
a NATURE. 


THEN the roſy morn appearing, 
Paints with gold the verdant lawn, 
Bees on banks of thyme diſporting, 
Sip the ſweets and hail the dawn. 


Warbling birds the day proclaiming, 
Carol ſweet the lively ſtrain, 

They forſake their leafy dwelling, 
To ſecure the golden grain. 


4 


Let 
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Let content, the humble gleaner, 
Take the ſcatter'd ears that fall; 

Nature all her children viewing, 
Kindly bounteous cares for all. 


| Ss. 0 N 6G. 
Sung in the Muſical Romance of the Priſoner, 
By Mr. Fawcett, | 


HERE the banners of glory are ſtreaming, 
Her image ſtill lingers above, 
And her eyes ſeem all terribly gleaming, 
Which glow'd but with tranſports of love. 


. 
4 | 
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Deeds of arms my ſoul inſpire, 


19 


| As the battling thunders roll; 
4 Y She and fame my boſom fire, 
1 And to conqueſt lights my ſoul. 


i And 'mid ſlaughter madly wounding, 
i Heroes dying groans reſounding, 
Armour claſhing, 
Light'ning flaſhing, 
4 Angel pinion'd o'er her lover, 
With protecting wing ſhe'll hover, 
Valour's genius, mem'ry's pleaſure, 
Guardian of life's ſacred treaſure. 


k. 1 
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What can check the ſoldier's courſe? 
Who, where war delights to rove, 
Strikes with more than mortal force, 


Let | Urg'd by fame, W by love. 
| 2 
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s O N 6. 125 
Sung by Mrs. Bland, | | 


OW charming a camp is when foldiers late and 
earl 
With. hair 01 tightly trim'd up and powder'd fo fine: 
March, ſhoulder, preſent, while the ſerjeant ſo ſurly 
Drills up the young recruits in the rear of the line, 
To dub a dub, while ſo merry 
Beats the dramimer, dub a dub. 


Tho bluff they look and here, that no lions ſure are 
bolder, 
Yet the damſels don't fear em nay one as I live, . 
Came and aſk'd me to give her my heart, but I told - 


her, ; 7 | A) 1 
days I, that's beſpoke, and I've nothing elſe to give: 
But dub a dub, ever merry, I 
Beats the drummer, dub a dub, nl 1 
| ? 
S O N G. =: A 4) 
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MAID OF THE OAKS. 


OME, fing round my favorite tree, 
Ye ſongſters that viſit the grove ; 
*T was the haunt of my ſhepherd and me, 
And the bark is the record of love, 


Reclin'd 


ind 


1 


( 29 ) 
Reclin'd on the turf by my ſide, 
He tenderly pleaded his cauſe ; 


I only with bluſhes reply'd, 
And the * fill'd up the pauſe, 


SONG. 


Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 


*T'was in the froſt, on dreary heath, 
The fifteenth of December: 

The moon was hid, the ſnow had froze, 
The wind blew hard and chilling, 

You ſhivering, cried, * Ah! there ſhe goes, 
Oh that the maid was willing.” 


Love ſmil'd, and as we ſliding met 
(Reſolv'd to ſee us humbled) 

Your arm encircled round my waiſt, 
I flipt and down we tumbled : 

4 Whillt thus together we reclin'd, 

On winter's hoary pillow, 

You ſwore you glow'd with love fo true, 
I ne'er ſhould wear the willow, 


C 3 


WII firſt you won my virgin heart, 
The time I well remember; 


SONG. 
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S Q . 


Sung by Mr. Faucet, 


ERE Galen to riſe from elyſium, below 
Of modern complaints fo little he'd know, 


That, amaz'd at the change, and ſtruck dumb with | 


ſurpriſe, 


He'd ſoon hurry back nor believe his own eyes: 
For phy lic's exploded, ſo alter'd the trade is, 
That wou'd you but know how 1 pleaſe all the ladies, 


I preſcribe a court-dreſs, a rout, or a ball, 
A play, or an opera, or may by all, 


Prepare for the dance, 
3 minuet prance, 
firſt couple lead down, 
"F'will do I can tell; 
Hands acroſs, back again, 
Hands acroſs, back again, 
| Hands acroſs, back again, 


Now my lady is well, 


Let fools their own nonſenſe 
Still ſolemnly broach ; 
While they trudge it on foot, 
1 loll in my coach: 
They may pore over books, 
And inceffantly toil ; 
But their's the dull taſk, 
Mine faſhion and Hoyle. 


For phylic's exploded, xc. 


(ar) 


$. 0: NG. 
CHARMS OF PHOBE, 
Sung in Roſina, 


1 Wb bidden to the wake or fair, 
| (The joy of each free-hearted ſwain) 
Till Phœbe promis'd to be there, 
J loiter'd laſt of all the train. 


If chance ſome fairing caught her eye, 
The ribband gay, or lilken glove, 
With eager haſte I ran to buy, 
For what is gold compar'd with love, 


My poeſy on her boſom plac'd, 

Could Harry's ſweeter ſcents exhale 5 

Her auburn locks my ribband grac'd, 
And flutter'd in the wanton gale, 


SQ N 6. 


SLIGHTED LOVE. 
Sung in Roſina. 


RE bright Roſina met my eyes, 
How peaceful paſs'd the joyous day; 
In rural ſports I gain'd the prize, 
Each virgin liſten'd to my lay. 
xc. | | C 4 
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But now no moreT touch the lyre, 

No more the ruſtic ſports can pleaſe ; 
I live the ſlave to fond deſire, 

Loſt to myſelf, to mirth, and eaſe. 


The tree that in a happier hour 

Its boughs extended o'er the plain ; 

When blaſted by the lightning's pow'r, 

Nor charms the eye, nor ſhades the ſwain. 


DUET. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon and Miſs Dal. 
ELIEVE, charming maid, a fond youth who adores 


you, 3 4 
The way to be happy lies pleaſant before you, 


The path's deck'd with flow'rets, by Hymen implanted 


From ſeeds of true love, and by Cupids 'tis haunted, 


Rely, deareſt youth, you know I regard you, 

Their arts ſhall not triumph, in vain they diſcard you; 

III iy with you cheerly like hind o'er the mountain, 

The bird ſwift in flight, or the ſtream from the foun- 
tain, | 


Then ſay, ſhall we ſoon be united for ever? 

We will—nor ſhall fate my affections e'er ſever, 
No danger we'll fear which our foes may intend us, 
While honor preſides love will ever befriend us. 


SONG. 
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HENRY Is b 


HO' prudence may preſs me, 
And duty diſtreſs me, 
Againſt inclination, ah! what can they do? 
No longer a rover, 
His follies are over, 
My heart, my fond heart ſays, my Henry is true. 


The bee thus as changing, 
From ſweet to ſweet ranging, 
Aroſe ſhould he light on, ne'er wiſhes to ſtray: 
With raptures poſſeſſing, 
In ev'ry one's bleſſing, 
Till torn from her boſom he flies far away. 


S O N 6G. 
Sung in the Priſoner. 


OOD humour, peace, and glee return, 
Let each enjoy the riſing bliſs, 
And bruſhing up his pouted lip, 
Prepare alike to ſip and kiſs. 


Good humour ſmiles as rage ſubſides, 
And, in its luſtred radiance proud, 
Diffuſes rays of ſocial love, 
As ſummer ſuns ſucceed a cloud, 
C5 
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In varied colours mem' ry glows, 
Of dangers paſt and raptures new, 
As deepen'd tints of crimſon dye, 
Beſtreak the tulip's filver hue, 
Henceforth no fear or dread ſhall threat, 
No tumults. pteaſure's courſe arreſt; 
But each diſpute ſhall happy cloſe 
In who loves molt and who loves beſt. 


s © N G. 
4 Parody upon 
« Oh, what a plague is an obſtinate Daughter,” 
F a young wife you have ſhe's the plague of your 


foul, 
No peace can you have tho" you let her controul ; 
Net one look in ten can be counted to chear ye, 
Oh! what a plague is an obſtinate deary: 
Friſking and liaunting, 
Singing and jaunting, 
Oh! what a plague is an obſtinate deary. 


If her mate, like me's ancient, ſhe does nought but 
ſcorn him. 
And he's dev'liſh weil off if ſhe don't chance to horn 
him; 
They'll plague and they'll teaze him quite out of his 
life, Sir, 
Oh: what a plague is an obſtinate . Sir: 
Gadding about, Sir, 
To park, plays, and routs, Sir, 
Oh! what a plague is an obſtinate wife, Sir. 


. 
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S O NS. 
Sung by Mrs. Blanchard, 


HE ſhipwreck'd tar on billows toſt, 
Laſh'd to ſome plank and ſighing, 
The land in view he hop'd to gain, 

Himſelf o'erwhelm'd and dying; 
Could ſcarce conceive the joy I feel, 
Thus chang'd my hapleſs doom; 
Should fortune ſave him from deſpair, 
And waft the wanderer home. 


SONG. 
Sung by Sig. Stor ace 
HRO' twilight gloom, where groves embow'r the 


Vale, 
Oft' let me rove with ſilent ſtep and flow ; 
And hear, far off, the lowly murmuring gale, 
To fancy's ear impart the founds of woe. 


Some turtle ſad repeats her mournful cry, 

And cooing moans, in widow'd ſtate forlorn; 
Some faithful youth's or maiden's parting figh, 
On fairy wings to diſtant plains is borne, 


C6 | $ONG. 
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& 0 . 
WHEN NICHOLAS FIRST TO COURT BEGAN» 


Sung in Richard Cœur de Lion, 


HEN Nicholas firſt to court began 
And Blanche approv'd his love, 
United time and pleaſure ran, 
Like turtles in the grove: 

In joy and ſweet delight, 

They pals'd each day and night; 
Happy and gay, 
Smiling as May, 


Jocund they paſs'd each day and night. 
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When children bleſs'd the loving pair, 
Kind heav'n increas'd their ſtore ; 

Their boys were brave, their girls were fair, 
And each a portion bore. 


Ft Of rural induſtry, 
IR With dance, and ſong, and glee, 
5 Happy and gay, &c. 


Tho' age their heads with ſilver crown'd, 
"i Affection did increaſe; 
Diſſention ne'er their hearts could wound, 

1 Nor jealouſy their peace: 
= And ſtill remembrance ſweet, 
Their placid minds would greet; 

1 
1 Happy and bare &c. 
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Fair ſnow drops bend their lily heads, 


Sd. Q..N ©, 


SYLVIS, 


E myrtle wreaths, from fragrant bow rs, 
A nymph's fair brows adorn ; 
Mere lovely than the dancing hours, 
Of ſweeteſt breath of morn : 
Compar'd to Sylvia, charming maid! 
No#-w'r ſuch beauty knows, 
Op'ning bl: floms envious fade, 
And dies the tremb'ling roſe, 


And woodbines fweet decay ; 
Blue violets quit their lowly beds, 
With pinks no longer gay: 
Each fanning breeze and murmuring fount, 
Her praiſe in echoes bring; 
As them, who warble as they mount, 
"Tis Sylvia's praiſe they ling. 


3 


way 8 O N G. 


THE HEAVING OF THE LEAD. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


OR England, when, with fav'ring gale, 
Our gallant ſhip up channel ſteer'd, 
And, ſcudding under ealy ſail, 

The high blue weſtern land appear'd, 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 

By the deep nine. | 
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And bearing up to gain the port, 
Some well known object kept in view; 
An Abbey-tow'r, an harbour fort, 
Or beacon, to the veſſel true: 
While oft” the lead the ſeaman flung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 
By the mark ſeven. 


And, as the much-lov'd ſhore we near, 

With tranſports we behold the roof 
Where dwelt a friend or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a matchleſs proof: 
The lead once more the ſeaman flung, 
And to the watchful pilot ſang, 
Quarter lets hive. 


SONG. 
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. 
THE IN coNSTA NT. 


. firſt I ſought your heart to move, 
| And urg'd my warm addreſs, 
F You ſwore by all the pow'rs above, 
I ne'er ſhould gain ſucceſs : 
But long that vow was not your care, 
You did to love incline : 
Then is it mighty ſtrange, my fair; 9 
That I too ſhould break mine ? 7 


: 
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DUET, 


* 


FAREWELL, ADIEU. | 
Sung by Mr, Incledon and Mrs. Clendining. ö 


NE, one ſhort moment J embrace, 0 
To love an hallow'd vow to pay; 

Yet others viewing that bright face, 
Like me may kneel, may dare to pray: : | 
O deity of this fond breaſt, = 
Is thus ſome favour'd riva; bleſt ? | 
O no, reject each jealous fer, 
Alas, no rival harbour's here. 


No, no, though at the Idol's throne, 
A thouſand in devuticn bend; 
Acceptable from one alone 


The ſacred vif ring can aſcend : 
But 


| ( 4 ) 
But we muſt part, dear girl adieu, 
Oh ! that ſweet glance again renew ; 


The tear too ſtarts, the ſigh will ſwell, 
Once more, my love, once more farewell. 


0 N. 


THE MERRY DANCE, - 
Sung by Miſs Romani. 


HE merry dance I diy love, 
For then, Collette, thy hand I fieze; 
And preſs it too whene'er I pleaſe, 

And none can ſee and none reprove: 
Then on thy cheek quick bluſhes glow, 
And then we whiſper ſoft and low, 

Ah! how I grieve, ak! how I grieve, 

1 grieve you ne'er her charms can know. 


She' ber fifteen, I'm one Year more, 
Yet ſtill we are too young they ſay, 
But we know better ſure than they ; 

Youth ſhould not liſten to threeſcore: 

And I'm reſolv'd to tell her ſo, 

When next we whiſper ſoft and low, 
Oh! how I grieve, oh! how I grieve, 

I grieve you ne'er her charms can know. 


SONG. 
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HEY DOWN DERRY, 


Sung by Mr. Munden, 


HRO' France, thro' all the German regions, 
I've rang'd rare objects to diſcover; K 
Seen pretty women in ſuch legions, | 4 
I thought myſelf return'd to Dover; | 
Briſk muſic made me gay, 
And lively all the way; 
1 For no tune's dull that once was merry 
F With him that loves the hey down derry, 


> x. " — . 


The Spaniſh belle I've ſerenaded, 
* And many a night with the ſweet guitar, 
| Beneath the lattice grate paraded, 
Now tinkle tinkle, then gargan lara: 
"Twas mnfhc made me gay, 
And lively all the way ; 
For no tune's dull that once was merry, 
To him that loves the hey down derry. 


(fp 


The fair of Italy to capture, 
A different ſtyle the men invent o; 
To her the Canzonet gives rapture, 
Nel cor piu non mi ſento: 
Such muſic has its day, 
But is not in my way; 
Yet no tune's dull that once was merry, 
With him who loves the hey down derry. 
; Round 


( 42 ) 


Round wou'd the girls of Ruſſia chatter, 
And view me o'er with looks of pleaſure; 
Their cymbals ſounded clitter clatter, 

| And they tript in the ſprightly Meaſure: 
| | Such muſic has its day, 

17 But is not in my way; 

3 Yet no tune's dull that once was merry, 
Jo him that loves the hey down derry. 


Round wou'd the girls of Ruſſia chatter, 
Hey! only eye him? What a wonder! 
Their cymbals ſounded clitter clatter, 
And the big drum rumbled thunder : e 
Such muſic has its day, 
But is not in my way; 
Yet no tune's dull that once was merry, 
To him that loves the hey down derry. 


Ss. 0 N G. 
NE NEVER SHALL KOVE. 
Sung by Mrs. Clendining. 


MID ST the illuſions that o'er the mind flutter, 
I will not forget my true object of love; 
At parting, the fondeſt concern did he utter, 
I left him, but yet this heart never ſhall rove: 
He bade me farewell, and my fancy repeated, 
The tender expreſſions for many a day; | 

And I think were 1 now, unperceived, by him ſeated, 
From his _ Town hear the ſoft homage ray, 


SONG. 
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8 O N G. 
JACK RATLIN, 


Sung by Mr, Banniſter. 


IAK Ratlin was the ableſt ſeaman. 
| None like him could hand reef and ſteer; bo 
No dang'rons toil but he'd encounter, 4 
With {kill, and in contempt of fear: b 
In fight a lion— the battle ende, 
Meek as the bleating lamb he'd prove; 
Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit, 


Let did he ſigh, and all for love. 


The ſong, the jeſt, the flowing liquor, 
| For none of theſe had Jack regard; 
1 4 He, while his meſſmates were carouſing, 
High fitting on the pending vard, 
Would think upon his fair one's beanties, 
Swear never from ſuch charms to rove ; 
That truly he'd adore them living, 
And dying ſigh to end his love. 


The ſame expreſs the crew commanded, 
Once more to view their native land; 
Among the reſt brought Jack ſome tidings, 

Would it had been his love's fair hand: 
Oh, fate! her death defac'd the letter, 

Inſtant his pulſe forgot to move, | 

With quiv'ring lips and eyes uplifted, | 

He heav'd a ſiah and dy'd ter love. ED 

| Rs ' SONG, 


En 


8 0 N 6. 


A LINNET jUST FLEDG'B, 


Sung by Miſs Dall, 


y 


EA 


} If 13 Its flight had too daringly took ; 
| Unable the wide ambient ether to tow'r, 
3 It flutter'd and fell in a brook, 


4 


Jo fave the ſweet youngling fair Laura was nigh, 
She cheriſh'd and ſooth'd it to reſt; 
Yet, ſhe wet it as faſt, from pity's ſoft eye, 
As ſhe dry'd its ſoft plumes on her breaſt, 
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Thus vanity's pinions too oft' we extend, 

# And the dictates of reaſon forego ; | 

Then fall, like the linnet, nor meet with a friend, 
Like Laura to weep o'er our woe. 


S O N G. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


414 
994 


CLARA. 


WITH my deareſt Clara bleſt, 

This moonlight heath I'd fondly rove ; 
And evermore. the path ſhe preſt 1 fong 
.. Show's be review'd with grateful love. 


* Aung juſt fledg d, from its leaf-ſhady bort 


( 45 ) 


The ſweeteſt virtues ſtore her mind, 
To pleaſe, to animate, to warm ; 


Pruth, pity, tenderneſs refin'd ; 


Her beauty forms her humbleſt charm; 


Yet angels viſiting this ſphere, 
To prove they were of heav'nly race, 
And make the wond'ring world revere, 
Would wear the likeneſs of her face. 


S8 O N G. 
SUE AND BET». 
Jung by Mr. Sedgwick, 
ROM aloft the ſailor looks ee 


And hears below the murm'ring billows ſound: 


Far off from home he counts another day, 


Wide o'er the ſeas the veſſel bears away; 


His courage wants no whet, 
| But he ſprings the fail to ſet, 
With a heart as freſh as riſing breeze of Fs 
And caring nought, 
He turns his thought 
To his lovely Sue, or his charming Bet. 


Now to heav'n the loſty top-maſt ſoars, 


The ſtormy blaſt like dreadful thunder roars; 
Now Ocean's deepeſt gulphs appear below, 
The curling ſurges wann, and down we go: 


When 


0 


When ſkies and ſeas are met, 
They his courage ſerve to whet: - 
With a heart as freſh as riſing breeze of Mays 
And dreading nought, 
He turns his thought 
To his lovely Sue, or his charming Bet. 


$ 0 N 8. 


WHILE THE MOON PLAYS YON BRANCHES AMONG, 


HEN William at eve meets me down at the 
ſtile, 
How ſweet is the nightingale' s ſong; 
J confeſs, without bluſhing I hear him complain, 
And believe ev'ry word of his ſong : 
You know not how ſweet 'tis to love the dear ſwain, 
While the moon plays yon branches among, 


How fain do I wiſh to chace ſun-ſhine away, 
Le moments how ſlowly ye move; 
Give place, envious day-light, haſte, ev'ning along: 
I'm to meet the ſweet lad that I love: | 
O! joy paſt expreſſing, to hear the dear ſwain, , 
While the moon plays you branches among, 


From the ſtile as wewalk'd to yon neighbouring grove, | 


The ſwain his ſoft paſſion he preſt; 

He ſaid, my dear charmer, to church let's repair, 
Your hand i it will e'er make me bleſt; 

How could I refuſe the dear ſwain his ſoft boon, 
While the moon yo yon branches —_— 
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$ O N G. 


THE PACKHORSE BELLS. 


Sung by Mrs. Harlowe. 


NE night while round the fire we ſat, 
And talk'd of ghoſts and ſuch like chat; 
A ſtranger, who had loſt his road, 
"Till day ſhou'd break, implor'd abode : | 
Pack horſes 'twas his lot to guide along, 
Whoſe bells the trav'ler cheer with ding ding dong. 


Againſt diſtreſs tho' we were poor, 

My father never ſhut his door; 

I know not hew, but from that day, 

Tho' form'd by nature briſk and gay, 

I felt within my breaſt a tingling, 
Whene'er the pack horſe bells went Jingling, 


When firſt he wander'd to our nook, 
His courſe it ſeems he had miſtook, 
Now, twice a week he comes that ways 
But never tells us he's aſtray ; 


And in his ſong my name he's mingling, 
Each time his pack horſe delle go jingling. 
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8 O N G. 
RUDDY AURORA, 


Jung by Mrs. Martyr. 


HEN ruddy Aurora awakens the day, - 
And dew drops impearl'd the ſweet flow'rets 
ſo gay, ; . | 
Sound, - ſound, my tout archers, ſound horns and 
aways | 
With arrows ſharp pointed we go, 
With arrows ſharp pointed we go: 
See Sol now ariſes in ſplendor ſo bright, 
IO Pzn for Phœbus who leads to delight, 
All glorious illumin'd now riſes to fight, 
'Tis he, boys, is god of the bow, 
"Tis he, boys, is god of the bow. 


Freſh roſes we'll offer to Venus's ſhrine, 
Libations we'll pour to great Bacchus divine, ; 
While mirth, love, and pleaſure, in junction combine, 
For archers, true ſons of the ſame, 
For archers, true ſons of the ſame, 
Bid ſorrow adieu; in ſoft numbers we'll ſing, | 
Love, friendſhip, and beauty, ſhall make the air ring, 
Wiſhing health and ſucceſs to our country and king, 
Increaſe to their honor and fame, | 
Increaſe to their honor and fame. 


SONG. 


ts 
d 


ng, 
ing, 


NG, 


( 49 ) 


8 0 N. 
CLARA, 
Sung by Mrs. Clendening. 
HO' by the tempeſt the bark's rudely driven, 


On the rocks ſtrikes, and aſunder 1s river, 
Still the magnet, ingulph'd in the main, 


Its virtues, its virtues unalter'd retain ; 


So the paſſions ne'er can periſh, 

But its greetings will I cheriſh, 

And fond paſſion's ſtill poſſeſt 

Midſt the ſtorms that rend this breaſt. 


S8 O N G. 
BRITANNIA RULE THE WAVES» 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main; 


Aroſe, &c. | 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain: 


CHORUS. 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 


For Britons never will be ſlaves, | 
3 : D The 


4 50 )) 


The Nations not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall ; 
Muſt, Ke. 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and mt 
The dread and envy of them all, 
Rule Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeſtic Thalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke ; 

More, &c. 

As the loud blaſt, the blaſt that rends the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 


The haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 

All their attempts to bend' thee down, 

All their, &c. 55 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe but thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine; 
Thy cities, &c. 
And thine fhall be, ſhall be the ſubjeck main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles thine. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


The muſes, fill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair ; 
Bleſt Ifle, with beauties, ' with mutchleſs beauties 
crown'd, | 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. | 
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| AS YOU PLEASE. 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch, 
BHOUGHT our quarrels ended, 


And ſet my heart at eaſe; 
"Tis ſtrange you're thus offended, 
Lou take delight to teaze; 
Dear Sir, decide the ſtrife 
Betwixt your child and wife! 
Alas! the grief J feel, 
I dare not to reveal; 
I know that you believe, 
For Frederic's loſs I grieve : 

Pha, Pſha, 


Very well, very well, as you pleaſe. 


In vain I'm always ſtriving 
To make our diff'rence ceaſe, 


K you're diſputes contriving, 


And will not live in peace: 
| No, no, 

You will not live in peace: 
I'm vex'd, dear Sir, for you, 
But ſay, what can I do? 

To none I can complain, 

How cruel is my pain! 

I know that you believe 

For Fred'ric's loſs I grieve : 
Pſha, Pſha, 


Very well, very well, as you- pleaſe; 
| | D-2-. 
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And braves the ſeas to ſave his enemies. 
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THE BRITISH SAILOR, 


HE Britiſh failor ploughs the ſeas, 
Nor fears th' unfathom'd deep; 


He ſcorns the landſman's flothful eale, 


And guards them while they ſleep: 
Tho” ſtorms ariſe in dreadful ire, 
And light'nings flaſh their vivid fire; 


When foes invade with eager heart and hand, 


He braves the deep to ſave his native land. 


The {hip now riſes to the ſkies, 


Now ſinks in depths below; 
Yet, ſtil! intrepidly he flies, 

To meet the deſtin'd foe: 
And while the cruel fight prevails, 
With death and carnage he aſſails, 


Nor heeds their fire, but at his chief's command, 


Braves the whole world to ſave his native land. 


The chain-ſhot whiſtles to and fro, 
A bruadfide ſeals their fate, 
The hull is {hatter'd, down they go, 
And, quarter, cry too late: 
Then, as he fees the briny flood 
Crimſon'd all o'er with human blood, 
His heart relents, ſwift to his boat he flies, 
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THE MERRY SAILOR, 


OW pleafant a ſailor's liſe paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery main; 

No treaſure he ever amaſſes, | 

But cheerfully ſpends all his gain ; "Ap 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 

To honor and honeſty true, 
And would not commit a baſe action, 

For power and profit in view. 


CHORUS. 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuck glittering toys, | 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches, 
Goes through the world, my brave boys. 


Abe worldyis a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſin £8 of liſe; 
The toiler with plenty rewarding 
But plenty too often breeds firife: 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful induſtry None Tights 
Then why, Kc. 
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The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, 
Wbo rules at the helm of the ſtate; 

Than we, who to politics ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great: 

The numerous bleſſings of nature, 

In various nations we try: 

No mortals on earth can be greater, 
Who merrity live till we die. 

Then why, &c. 


THE DISCONSOLATE SAILOR, 


HEN my money was gone: t that I gain'd in the 
wars, 
And the world 'gan to frown on my fate, 
What watter'd my zeal or my honored ſcars, 
When indifference ſtood at each gate. 


The face that would ſmile when my purſ e was well lind. 
Shew'd a different aſpect to me: 

And when I could nought but ingratitude find, 
I hi'd once again to the ſea. 


J thought it unwiſe to repine at my lot, 
Or to bear with cold looks on the ſhore; 


So I pack'd up the trifling remnants Id got, 


And 2 tribe, alas! was my ſtore, 


ah | A 
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A handkerchief. held all the treaſure. I had, 
Which over my ſhoulder 1 threw, 

Away then I trudg'd with a heart rather ſad, 
To join with ſome jolly ſhip's crew, 


The ſea was leſs troubled by far than my mind, 
And when the wide main I ſurvey'd, 

T could not help. thinking: the world was unkind, 
And fortune a ſlippery jade. 


And I vow'd if once more I could take her in tow, 
I'd let the ungrateful ones ſee, 

That the turbulent winds and the billows could ſhew, 

More kindneſs than they did to me, 


SY & MN © 
APPEAL AND RESIGNATION OF LOUIS XVI, 


O Thee, O God, I make my laſt appeal, 
To all the world my innocence reveal ; 
Forgive my enemies by whom I die, 
Thro' zeal miſled or cruel perfidy. 


And may my mournful partner, friend, and wiſe, 
My children too be bleſs'd with lengthen'd life; 
May bloodleſs minds their guiltleſs boſoms ſave, 
And age conduct them too a peaceful grave. 


— — ͤ 


—_— 


* - - —_ 


EA era ˖ —ͤ —ů———ů ꝓ — — — — — 


— 


2 I 
1 — 
— —-̃ ͤĩ ᷣ — m — ” 


„ -- 


ER ee ee Ee ee — ns 
f - PIY - —_— 


— — — 


— e —,ai... ] ³ͤ!m a r «Ü -r IRE 
, $ 


OO ZE: 7— mg 


( 56 ) 


And when, great Judge, I to thy preſence come, 
May my dire ſuft rings expiate my doom; 
May my pure boſom's Innocence then be 

Well known to Nations as tis known to Thee. 


— — 
MRS. BILLINGTON'S ADDITIONAL 
Is s ON G, 
| Sung in Inkle and Yarico, 


H ! will no change of clime 
Producea change of love? 
Or will no length of time 
Inconſtant make you prove ? 
In my all faithful breaſt, 
Can love e'er find decay ; 
Ah! no—with you ſo bleſt, 
I'd own love's ſov'reign ſway :. 
But ſhould you ever prove untrue, 
To love and life, alas! adieu. 


Hope told a flatt'ring tale, 
That joy would ſoon return; 
Ah! nought my ſighs avail, 
For love is doom'd to mourn : 
Ah! where's the flatt'rer gone? 
From me for ever flown, 
Ah! nought wy ſighs avail, 
For love is doom'd to mourn : 
The happy dream of love is o'er, 
Liſe alas! can charm no more. 


SONG. 


hee "C's 


. 
O DEAR, WHAT CAN THE MATTER BE. 


DEAR what can the matter be, 
Johnny's ſo long at the fait; 
He promis'd he'd buy me a fairing ſhould pleaſe me, 


And then for a kiſs O he vow'd he would teaze me, 


He promis'd he'd bring me a bunch of blue ribbons, 
To tie up my bonny brown hair. 


O dear what can the matter be, 
Johnny's ſo long at the fair; 
He promis'd he'd bring me a garland of poſies, 
A garland of lilies, a garland of roſes, 
A little ſtraw hat to ſet off the blue ribbons 
That tie up my bonny brown hair. 


. 
THE MOTHER'S COMPLAINT. 


\NJOY, my child, the balmy ſleep, 
Which o'er thy form new beauty throws, 
And long thy tranquil ſpirit keep 

A ſtranger to thy mother's woes: 

| Tho' in diſtreſs, 

J feel it leſs, 
While gazing on'thy ſweet repoſe, Gs | 
| "WE. Condem d 
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Condemnꝰd to pangs like inward fire, 

Which thro' my tortur'd boſom rolf; 
How would my heart in death deſire 

Relief from fortune's hard controul, 

Did not thy arms, 
| And infant charms 
To earth enchain my anxious ſoul. 


Flow faſt, my tears-—by you reliev'd, 
1 vent my anguiſh thus, unknown; 
But ceaſe, ere ye can be perceiv'd 
By this dear chill to pity prone ; 
Whoſe tender heart 
Would bear a part, 
In grief that ſhould be all my own. 


Our cup of woe, which angels fill, 
Perhaps it is my let to drain; 
Whilſt that of joy, unmix'd with ill, 
May thus, my child, for thee remain: 
- If thou art free, | 
(So heav'n decree) 
I bleſs my doom of double pains. 


„„ 


Sang in the Cloleric Fatlers. 


HEN ofer the world the heedleſs lamb, 
Hath 'till the duſky twilight ſtray'd, 
His fimple plaints cry, here I am, 
Of night and ſolitude — 
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But if, far off, his dam he hears, 
Echoing oft' the mournful bleat, 

He runs, and ſtops, and hopes, and fears, 
And bounds. with. pleaſure when they meet. 


— 
$ O N . 
TYRANNY OF LOVE. 


HEN love invades the peaceful bread, 
No tyrant holds ſuch cruel ſway; 

By night he robs the ſlaves of reſt, 

And glories in their pangs by day. 


The melting dew that gently falls, 
The budding lily richly feeds, 
Till ſome invenom'd inſect crawls 
And ev'ry gath'ring ſweet impedes. 


1 hus love invades the peaceful breaſt, 
Tyrannie holds his cruel ſway; 

By night he robs his ſlaves of reſt, 
And glories in their pangs by day. 


5 The cryel moor that ploughs the main, 
The piercing cries of anguiſh hears, 

Exulting views inflicted pain, 
And triumphs in his captive's tears. 


. | 0 
Bll D 6 SONG 
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SYMPATHY. 
TOR ** 
HEN gloomy thoughts my ſoul poſſeſs, 
Alike in palace, plain, or grove, 
Fond ſighs my grieſs and pangs expreſs, 
And plaintive ſongs of joyleſs love. 


When doubts impatient rend my heart, 
As rends the hawk the turtle dove; 
Indignant from each wood I ſtart, 


And fing the ſongs of injur'd love. | 


But ſhould my pangs, endur'd ſo long, 
The cruel fates to pity move, 
Td gladly change the mournful ſong, 
And ſweetly fing the joys of love. 


8 O N G. 


THE TIES OF ann: 


OW ſweet are the ties which a friend can impoſe, 
The mind to ſuſpicion and envy to cloſe ; 
While ſympathy opens her heart-ſoothing ſource, 
To blunt ſorrow's ſting, and give pleaſure new force. 


Though 


e, 
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Though ſoft are the bonds which a lover enchain, 
Yet ſay, is his bliſs unattended by pain? 
The fear of deluſion his boſom muſt know, 


Or, the ſtream of his blifs prove the current of woe! 


Even Hymen's fond ſlave is oft' heard to complain, 


Joys ſounded in love are but airy and vain ; 


While friendſhip's recorded, in truth's ſacred page, 


The rapture of youth and the ſolace of age. 


S O Ns. 


Sung by Mr. Kelly. 


RET TM maid, your fortune's here, 
| You havepow'r the heart to charm ; 
Leave your hand—what ſhould you fear ? 
Wrinkled age can do no harm. 


Mercy on me! what 1s this? 
Lines of heart too hard I ſee; 
How I long to print a kiſs, 
On the hand you ſhew to me. 


——ͤͤ — 
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S ON G. 
RAT BRITAIN STILL HER CHARTER BOASTS. 
Sung in the Relief of Williamſtadt. 


REAT BRITAIN {till her charter boaſts, 
. Which heav'n benignly gave, | 
Tho' hoſtile pow'rs ſurround our coaſts, 

Our darling coaſt we'll ſave: 
Old England will be England ſtill, 

And aid each good ally; 
Nor dread alarms, while. Britiſh-arms 

Are crown'd with victory. 


When princes take the lead in war, 
To guard the nation's laws, 
The yeoman ſcorns each threat'ning ſear, 


And join the common cauſe. 
Old England, &c. 


Let valour now with mercy blend, 
While juſtice ſtrikes the blow ; 

Our rights preſerve, our King defend, 
And ſcourge a haughty foe, 

Old England, &c, 


Here one impregnant phalanx ſtands, 
I' aſſert great fate's decree, 
King, Lords, and Commons, joining hands, 
Protect our liberty. | 
Old England, c. 
SONG. 
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OLD ENGLAND SOR EVER, 
Sung by Mr. leledon. 


OME, cheer up, my lads, Chriſtmas 1s near, 
C And I hope we ſhall all have a happy new year ; 


epare your plumb pudding, mince pies, and ſtout 
ale, 


And may plenty and peace i in old England ne'er ſail: 
CHORUS. 


O ſtill may our flag be with luſtre unfurl'd, 
Let's ever be ready, 
And ſteady, boys, ſteady, 

Whilſt true to ourſelves we defy all the world, 


The King, and the ſtate, and the laws of the land, 
The good Conſtitution our fore fathers plan'd, 


 Tomaintam them we all with one heart ſhould agree, 


For while they protect us old England is free, 
O ſtill may our flag, &c. 


No hand of oppreſſion we ever can fear, 
Our laws are the ſame for the peaſant and peer; 
Our houſe is our caſtle, our fire-lide our throne, 
And each man in old England is ſure of his own. 
O ſtill may our flag, &c. 


Some 
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Some muſt be ſtronger, ſome wiſer than others, 

But good laws can unite us to live like good brothers; 
For while the ſtrong labour, the wiſe ones will think, 
And then in old England we ne'er ſhall want chink. 
O ſtill may cur flag, &c, 


Then drink to the King, and the State, and the Laws, 
With one heart, with one voice we'll ſupport the good 


cauſe, 
To commerce, to trade, to the plough, and the Sail, 
And may plenty and peace in old England ne'er fail. 


CHORUS. 


O ſtill may our flag be with luſtre unfur] 'd, 
Let's ever be ready, 
And ſteady, boys, ſteady, 

Whilſt true to ourſelves we defy all the world. 


0 N G. 
LOVE'S cAPTIyE. 
Sung by Mrs. Crouch, 
UR ſteps by virtue's laws to bind,. 
Aſks but a tranſient pain; 


But who would calm the troubled mind, 
Oſt' kinds the effort vain... | 


Love 


Le 


| 
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Love ſcorns to free his captive prey, 
Though reaſon takes the field; 

Then moſt his artful wiles betray, 
When moſt he ſeigns to yield. 


CHORUS, 


In no Song no Supper. 


ET ſhepherd lads and maids advance, 


And neatly trim be ſeen ; _ 
To-night we'll lead the mazy dance, 
In circles o'er the green. 


Beyond our hopes, by fortune crown'd, 
Here all our troubles ceaſe ; 

Each year that takes its jocund round, 
Shall bring content and peace. 


And whilſt we ſport, and dance, and play, 
The tabor blithe {hall ſound; 

We'll laugh and chant our carols gay, 

While merry bells ring round, 


Now mirth, and glee, and paſtime light, 
The frolick nours ſhall ſhare ; 

And ſparkling eyes ſhall wake to night, 
To-morrow's time for care. 


And whilit, &c. 


SONG* 
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8 0 N G 


GO, GEORGE, I CAN'T ENDURE. YOU, 


Sun by Miſs Romanzini. 


O, George, I can't endure you,. 
You wrong me, Faffure:you, 
I wonder why | love you Kill; 
Are women for no uſe meant, 
But merely man's amuſement, 

To teaze.and-torture as he will? 
No if you lov'd me true, 
You'd other means purſue; 

No, that you don't, tis plain, 
J tell you ſo again: 
No, no, no, no, 
You ne'er 
Could bear, 
To uſe me ſo. 


What ſee you, pray, about me, 
Thus fill to ſoold and flout me.? 
Such treatment yet was never heard; 
I ne'er muſt ſpeak—good. gracious! 
I'm ſure 'tis quite vexatious, 

I never now muſt {ſpeak a word: 
No—if you lov'd me true, 
You'd other means purſue -- 

No, that you don't, tis plain, 
I tell you fo again: 
No, no, no, no, 
You ne'er 
Could bear 
To uſe me ſo, 


In 
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. 
THE STOUT FREE BOOTER<, 


Sung in the Battle of Hexham, 


HEN we ſtout free booters prowl, 
Striking terror and diſmay 

In the poor benighted ſoul, 

Wand'ring from his dreary way; 
Tis when night her mantle throws 

O'er the foremoſt dark and deep, 
When the harras'd mind it woos 

Lulls in ſoft and bahmy ſleep: 


| If our plunder prove but good, 


To our cavern, under ground, 
We ſteal in ſilence thro the wood, 

And in wine remorſe is drown'd. 
Thus we ſtout free booters; &c. 


Poiſe the ſword: and ſtretch the bow, 
We are ſpirits tall and true; 
We a lite of hardſhip know, 
Gentle peace, we're not for you 
Stand's the word; we ne'er have fled, 
Never ſhall while we have breath; 


Cleave the coward comrade's head, 


Who trembles at the name of death: 
Why ſhould mortals. fear to fall? 
Why from riſque and danger fly? 
When we know the end of all, 
In peace or peril is to die? 
Then let out free booters, &c. 


SONG. 


8 N 8. 


THE FAREWELL, 


Sung by Mr, Waterhouſe. 


- Sa 


OW Cynthia rode in filver car, | 
The heavens were clad in milder blue; 
Now ſilence watch'd the winking ſtar, 
With ſecrecy to lovers true: 
The ſtately bark at anchor ſeem'd to fleep, 
On the flow ſwelling boſom of the deep. 


His treſſes ſtreaming to the breeze, 
Where hangs the ſea-boy o'er the bow, 
Who loves to loll in liſtleſs eaſe, 
And hear the wild waves talk below : 
Or ſtarts, perchance, to view the pendant ſail, 
As, flapping loud, it chides th' intreding gale. 


Rel >. PA df Id a 4.0% 


My faithful fair one's ſtep to hear, 

I pauſe upon the grey ſand's llope; 
Each tardy hour ſees icy fear 

Invade the glow of fick ning hope; 
Till the ſad dawn of unpropitious day 
Beholds the boſom's laſt fond hopes decay. 


SONG. 
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8 ON. 8. 
HUNTING. 


Sung in the Haunted Tower. 


Ha: ! the ſweet horn proclaims afar, 
Againſt the ſtag the mimic war; 
While future heroes hearts rebound, 

And pant to hear the trumpet ſound. 

The warlike genius of our iſle, 

Who on the hunter deigns to ſmile, 

In echoes gives the chace applauſe, 

Which ſtrings the nerves for glory's cauſe ; 
Where'er the devious chace may bend, 
Still freedom ſhall our ſteps attend ; 

And bid us, as her pleaſure riſe, 

Deſend the bleſſings which we prize, 


S O N G. 
L' AMANT FIpELE. 


AITHFUL love indeed is mine, 
And but to believe me thine; 

Ah, cruel fair one turn your heart, 

Or elſe I die with love's keen ſmart. 


When alone I feel ſo much, 
Trueſt anguiſh marks my touch;, 
Alas, Nanette, what do I fay ? 
Comfort me, my love, I pray. 
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S ON G. 
FLORELLA, 


HY will Florella, when I gaze, 
My raviſh'd eyes reprove, 
And hide from them the only face 
They can behold with love? 


To ſhun her ſcorn, and eaſe my care, 


I ſeek a nymph more kind; 
And while 1 rove from fair to fair, 
Still gentler uſage find. 


But, oh! how faint is ev'ry joy, 
Where nature has no part; 


New beauties may my eyes . 


But you engage my. 


do reſtleſs exiles doom'd to roam, | 


Meet pity ev'ry where; 
Yet languiſk for their native home, 
Though death attends them there. 


S ON G. 
THE-WOODMENS/ GLPE, 
Stang, in the Woodman. 


ROM labour's ſons around, 
The woodlands catch the ſound, 
While ſongſters blithe on every ſpray, 
Attune their voices to our roundelay. 


From labour's ſons around, &c. 
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SO N 6. 
THE SMILE. 


Y muſe ſhall ſing, but let the lay 
| Be free from maim or ſcar, 
From hoſtile chiefs, whoſe deeds diſplay 
The dire effects of war: 


By ſome ſlow murm' ring ſtreamlet's brim, 


Where finny tenant's glide, 
Oh, let her ſuch ſoft numbers trim 
As mack the purling tide. 


Or, while ſhe ſeeks the woodbine grove, 
Or haunts the flowery dell, | 
Oh, let her theme be ſweet as love, 
My Daphne's praiſe to tell: 
'Who call'd me friend the other day, 
And ſmil'd as ] paſs'd by,“ 
Which makes the future hours look gay, 
The preſent teem with joy. 


Oh may the artleſs ſong rebound 
. From mountain, vale, or grot, 
While fawns and dryads catch the ſound ; 
From echoe's babbling throat: 
Thus bleſt, kind Death thy balm beſtow, 
Ere Daphne s frown I fee; 
And let my tomb ſome token ſhew, 
That once ſhe ſmil'd on me. 


* * 
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THE HAPPY SHEPHERD, 


APPY ſhepherd, ever bleſt, 
Of thy lovely nymph poſſeſt; 

Delia ever gay and young, 
Decks the triumphs of my ſong : 
Delia, pride of all the plain, 
Fondly ſu'd by ev'ry ſwain, 
Yet the fair and conſtant ſhe, 
Loves no other ſwain but me. 
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Delia fits beneath the rocks, 
Sweetly piping to her flocks; 

I, her Daphnis, fitting nigh, 

Give for ev'ry note a ſigh: 
Home we bend at even tide, 
Charm'd with birds on ev'ry fide; 
Thus the ſweets of life we ſhare, 
Happy ſhepherd, happy fair, 


—— —-— 


SONG. 


NG. 


Come, who'll buy primroſes, who'll buy, who'll buy? 


=. 


S ON G. 
THE GROVE. 


FE birds, for whom I rear'd the grove, 
With melting lay ſalute my love; 
My Daphne with your notes detain, 
Or I have rear'd my grove in vain. 


O N . 
THE PRIMROSE GIRL, 


Sung by Mrs, Bland. 


OME, buy of poor Mary, Primroſes I fell 
* London's fam'd city I'm known mighty 
well; 
Tho' my heart is quite ſunk yet I conſtantly cry, 
Come, who'll buy primroſes, 
Come, who'll buy primroſes, | 
Come who'll buy primroſes, who! M buy, who Il buy? 


Friends and parents I've none, I am look 4 on with 
ſcorn, 

Ah! better for me that I ne'er had been born ; 

Here I ſue for protection, while plaintive I cry 
Come, who'll buy primroſes, 
Come, who'll buy primroſes, 
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My companions deſpiſe me, and ſay 1am proud, 
Becauſe I avoid them and keep from their crowd; 
tor wicked temptations J ever will fly, 

I live by my primroſes, 

Come, who'll buy primroſes, 
Come, who'll buy primrotes, who'll buy, who 'I buy 


If pity to virtue were ever ally'd, 
The tear of compaſſion cannot be deny'd ; 
Then Iſt to poor Mary, who plaintive doth cry, 
Come, who'll buy primroſes, 
Come, who'll buy primxroſes, 


Come, who'll buy primroſes, who'll buy, who'll b uy 


. 
o 
THE MUSK ROSE, 


Sung in the Caſtle of Andaluſia, 


HE muſk-roſe blooms in thorns and tears, 
Yet queen of all the garden reigns; 
While Pheebe in a cloud appears, 
Her virgin luſtre the retains. 


T tfoes, or cruel friends unkind, 
A thought conſoles each deep diſtreſs, 
That conſcious rectitude of mind, . 
In fortune's frown has pow'r to bleſs. - 
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For ſweets, the tulip, proud and gay, 
Unto the humble violet yiells; 
And Philomel's ſequeſter'd lay 


Tranſcends the chorus of the feld. 
If foes, &c. 


S 0 N 8. 


HOPE. 


Sung in the Doctor and Apothecary 


E hours that part my love and me, 
And flow with envy creep, 
The dawn of bliſs obſcur'd by clouds 
Of doubt, in vain ye keep. 


Still I through ſorrow's tedious night, 
Hope's friendly ſtar diſcern : 

On that I fix my anxious eye 
Until my love return. 


By jealouſy's pernicious pow'r 
Untainted are my ſighs: _ 

Confiding in my Juan's truth, 
My fondeſt wiſhes riſe, 
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8 O NG. 


TRIUMPH OF LOVE, 


ET angry ocean to the ſky, 


Let thunders to his threats reply, 
Fear is a ſtranger to my ſoul: 
Within the heart which love illumes, 
And bleſſes with his facred rays, 
If meaner paſſion ere preſumes, 
It fades before the hallow'd blaze. 


Tho- war with ſullen aſpect low'r, 


And emulate the light'ning's pow'r; 
| The dangers of the fight I brave: 
Within the heart, &c 
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8 O N. G 
THE CHANGES, 


1 * ſummer heats deſto-ving, 
Fe 


* 


Their influencę on the roſe, 
rfects its charms when blowing, 
And every ſweet diſcloſe! 


In proud deſpite his billows roll ; 


And crimſon o'er the-troubled wave, 


vet, 


9 
vet, ſummer ſuns decaying, 
The zephyr and the ſhow'r; 
Their fervid glow applying, 
Deſtroy their fav'rite flow'r. 


The love-ſick heart requiring 
The ſunſhine of ſucceſs; 
Continual bliſs deſiring, 
Let ſickens with exceſs: 
The fond the ſecret tear, 
Soft paſſion keeps alive; 
The breath of doubt and fear, 
Like zephyr, bids it thrive, 


Ss ON. 6. 


LOVE ANDBFLAUTY, 


Sung in the Duenna. 


RIENDSHIP is the bond of reaſon; 


But if beauty diſapprove, 
Heav'n abſolves all other treaſon, 
In the heart that's true to love. 


The faith which to my friend I ſwore. 
As a civil oath I view: | 

But to the charms which I adore, 
Tis religion to be true. 


©, 
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Then if to one I falſe muſt be, 
Can I doubt which to prefer? 

Breach of ſocial faith with thee, 
Or ſacrilege to love and her, 


, 
| JEALOUSY. 


HO” the cauſe of ſuſpicion appears, 


I'm a wretch if I'm right in my fears, 
And unworthy her {miles if I'm wrong: 


When bleſt with the ſmiles of my fair, 
I know not how much I adore; 

(} Theſe ſmiles let another but ſhare, 
© | And Iwonder priz'd them no more: 


Yet proofs of her love too are ſtrong 


What heart-breaking torments from jealouſy flow, 
Ah! none but the jealous, the 0 can know. 


it Then whence can I hope a relief from my woe, 


When the ſalſer ſhe ſeems, ſtill the fonder 1 grow. 
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* 1 MN OG; 
DEATH OF HOPE, 


\ HAD my love neter ſinil'd on me, 
Ine'er had known ſuch anguiſh ; 
But, think how falſe, how cruel ſhe, 
To bid me ceaſe to languiſh : 
To bid me hope her hand to pain, 
Breathe on a flame half periſh'd ; 
And then, with cold and 6x'd diſdain, 
To kill the hope ſhe cheriſn'd. 


Not worſe his fate, who, on a wreck 
That drove as winds did blow it; 
Silent had left the ſhatter'd deck, 
To find a grave below it : 
'Then Jand was cry'd—no more refign'd, 
He glow'd with joy to hear it; 
Not worſe his fate, his woe to find, 
The wreck muſt ſink e'er near it. 


Sd. O N G. 
MUTUAL LOVE, 


| OW oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid, 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt difown ; 
Thou would not loſe Antonio's love, 
To reign the partner of a throne, 


E 4 


And 
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And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind, 
And by this hand I preſs' d to mine, 
© To gain a ſubject nation's love, 

I ſwear] would not part with thine. 


Then how, my ſoul, can we be poor, 
Who own what kingdoms could not buy, 
Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 

And, ſerving thee—a monarch 1. 


Thus controul'd in mutual bliſs, 

And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine; 
Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 
And Il take kingdoms back from thine. 


30 N 6, 
THE avizv. 
Cung in the Duenna. 


A EU, thou dreary pile, where never dies 
The ſullen echo of repentant fighs! 

Ye ſiſter mourners of each lonely cell, 

Inur'd by hymns and ſorrows, fare you well! 

. For happier ſcenes I fly this darkſome grove, 
To ſaints a priſon, but a tomb of love. 
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Sung in the Gentle Shepherd. . 


N PEAK on, ſpeak thus, and ſtill my grief, 


Hold up a heart that's ſinking under 
Thoſe fears that ſoon will want relief, 
When Pate. muſt from his Peggy ſunder. . 


A gentler face, and filk attire,  . 

A lady rich in beauty's bloſſom ; 
Alack, poor me, will now conſpire; 

To ſteal thee from thy Peggy 's boſom. . 


Neo more the ſhepherd who excell'd | 
The reſt, whole wit made them to wonder; 


Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell, 
Ah! I-can die but never ſunder, 


Le meadows where we often ſtray'd, 


Ye banks where we we're want to wander; 
Sweet ſcented ricks, round which we play'd, 


Lou loſe your ſweets when we're aſunder. 


Again, ah! never ſhall I creep 
Around the now with filent duty; 

Kindly to watch tbee while aſleep, 

And wonder at thy manly beauty. 


E 5 


= 
a ED — 2 CS i D . , — 2 B ; — 
- — — 1 — - Y * * * > . - > ” e 
4 2 8 NO TG. — — . * : 5 * * WO Sto. 
— 7 5 
—_ _. . —_ - r . L 3 4 4 11 - . 
% OE ia ' Jnr ! - "= 2 8 — 5 
- — - oy 
- a 2 _ 
, . , Y Abe. A — a y_ 
— — — —— - > 


— 


P ˙ nn On Oe IIS 
* — — — — — 4 


1 


- 1 


———— — 


_ * —_— 
— . 
— — — e — — — 


— — — 
* 


K —-̃ 
* 


80 N 6. 


4 
— K - 
—— — — 
— — 
9 a 


"it W HEN hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
| My heart it was going to break; 
My lite appear'd worthleſs my care, 
And now I will fav't for thy ſake: 
Where'er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 
With me his dear image ſhall ſtay, 0 
And my foul keep him ever in ſight. 


With patience Il wait the long year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt charms, 
Hope time away 'till thou appear, 
Sq lock thee for aye in theſe arms: 
Whilſt thou waſt a ſhephera, I priz'd 
No higher degree in this life; 
But now li endeayour to riſe 
To a height as becoming a wife. 


For beauty, that's only {kin deep, 
Muſt fade like the gowans of May, 

But, inwardly rooted, will keep 

Por ever, without a decay: 

Nor age, nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fire of love; 

{f virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 


And the huſband have ſenſe to approve. 
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is TRUE, 1 CAN'T PREVENT YOU. 


Sung in the Haunted Tower, 


no- pity I cannot deny, a 
Ah! what will that avail you ; 


Alas, I dare not hope ſupply, 


For hope too ſure will fail you: 
Think when the flatterer ſhall deceive, 
In vain you will repent you: 


Let, ſhould you hope without my leave, 


"Tis true I can't prevent you. 


My hand directed to beſtow, 


In England here I'm landed; 

And daughters always act, you know, 
Juſt as they are commanded: 

Then let not flatt'ring hope deceive, 
Or elſe you will repent you; 

Yet, ſhould you hope without my leave, 

"Tis true, I can't prevent you. 
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Sung in the Highland Reel, 


EAREST youth, this heart will break, 
| If cruel ſoldiers take thee far; 
Why peaceful home and me forſake, 
To court the dangers of the war? 
But all is home, when thoul't reſort | 
My Sandy's ſmiles ſuch comfort bring ; 5 


The humble village is a court, 


Grac'd by the preſence of a king. 


; 4 Xx 
My filken gown, my cotton- hoſe, 

My cap of lace I leave behind; 

FA and face I muſt expoſe, 

To fcorching ſun, to rain, and wind: 
With him I'll meet the blaſt ſo keen, 

And ſmile while on the billows toſt: 
The heart where love is warm within, 


_ Enjoys a May in winter's froſt. 
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8 © N-. 6. 
MARY'S DREAM. 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch. 


HE moon had climb'd the higheſt bill, 
Which riſes 9'er the fource of Dee; 


And from the eaſtern ſummit ſhed, 
Her falver lights on tow'r and tree; 
When Mary laid her down to ſleep, 
Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea ; 
Then, ſoft and low, a voice was heard 
Say, Mary, weep no more for me. 


She from her pillow gently rais'd 
Her head, to aſk who there might be, 
And ſaw young Sandy ſhiv'ring ſtand, 
With pallid cheek and hollow eye: 
O, Mary, dear, cold is my clay, 
It lies beneath a ſtormy ſea; 
Far, far from thee, I ſleep in death, 
So, Mary, weep no more ſor me. 


_ © Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days 
We toſs'd upon the raging main, 
And long we ſtrove our bark to fave, 
But all our ſtriving was in vain; 
Een then, when horror chill'd my blood, 
My heart was fill'd with love for thee ; 
The ſtorm 3s paſt, and I at reſt, | 
So, Mary, weep no more for me. 
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O, maiden dear, thy ſelf prepare, 


We ſoon {hall meet upon that ſhore, 
Where love is freed from doubt and care, 
And thou and I ſhall part no more: 


Loud crow'd the c ck, the ſhadow Hed, 


No more of Sandy could ſhe ſee; 
But, ſoft, the paſſing ſpirit ſaid, 
Sweet Nlary, weep no more for me.” 


8 O N. 
WERTER TO CHARLOTTE. 


HE conflict's o'er, my love, adieu, 
To death I'll yield ſerene and brave; 

Beſore theſe parting lines you view, 

Werter {hall ſleep within his grave: 
Whene'er the ſummer's ſun you greet, 

Cecall the hours of earlieſt bloom: _ 
And mark the ev'ning breeze how fleet,. 

Waves the high graſs. around my tomb. 


From this bleſt moment you are mine, 
Yes, Charlotte, I but go before 

To our dread father's heav'nly ſhrine, 

Where ſorrows voice is heard no more: 

He ſhall receive and comfort give, 

To one oppreſs'd with grief and pain; 


Till you at length to bliſs arrive, 


And there for ever we remain. 
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$. 8 N 8. 
THE DYING THRUSH, 


DING thruſh young Edwy found, 
A As flutt'ring in a field of fnow ; 
Its little wings with ice were bound, 
Awhile its heart forgot to glow: 
In eager haſte he homeward ran, 
The quiv'ring charge to me reſign'd, 
O ſave it, Celia, if you can, 
Protect it from the wint'ry wind.” 


My boſom preſs'd the trembling thing, 
And bade its little pris'ner live; 
But, 2h! that boſom felt a ſting, 
The panting warbler ne'er could give: 
With ſweet concern, young Edwy cry'd, 
Can Celia ſave the dying thruſh ?' 
Perhaps, I ſaid, and fondly ſigh'd, 
Which ſhame tranſplanted to a bluſh, 


He cry'd, * my Celia, why that ſigh, 
And why that bluſh, the bird is free ? 
But pity beams in Celia's eyes, 
Ah! let it, fair one, beam on me?” 
My heart approv'd his pleaſing claim, 
Tho' fain to hide the rebel ſtrove ; 
For pity bore a dearer name, 
Twas now converted into love. 


4 
* 
„ 
: Fi 
" 
7 
1... 
* 
4 + Yf 
8 
i 
* 


(86 3 


N 
THE FADED BOUQUET. 


A F! roſe, forgive the hand ſevere, 


Where bow'd with many a pearly tear,. 
Thy widow'd partner droops its head; 

And thou, ſweet violet, modeſt flow'r,. 
O take my ſad relenting ſigh, 


Nor ſtain the breaſt whoſe glowing pow'r- 


With too much fondneſs bid thee die. | 


Sweet lily, had I never gaz'd 
With rapture on your gentle form, 

You might have dy'd, unknown, unprais'd,. 
The victim of ſome ruthleſs ſtorm : 


Where fickle love his altar rears, 


Your little bells had learnt to wave, 
Or, ſadly gem'd with kindred tears, 


Had deck'd ſome hapleſs maiden's grave. | 


| Inconſtant woodbine, wherefore rove, 


With gladd'ning ſtem about thy bow'r, 
Why, with my darkling myrtle wove, 
In bold defiance mock my pow'r: 
Why quit thy native garden fair, 
To flaunt thy buds, thy odours fling, . 
And idly greet the paſſing air, 
Onev'ry wanton zephyr's wing ? 


That ſnatch'd thee from thy ſcented bed, 


Yet, 


689) 


Yet, yet repine not, tho' ſtern fate 
Hath nipt thy leaves of varying hue ; 
Since all that's lovely, ſoon or late, 
Shall fickning fade, and die like you: 
The fire of youth, the froſt of age, 


Nor wiſdom's voice, nor beauty's bloom, 


Th' inſatiate tyrant can aſſuage, 


Or ſtop the hand that ſeal'd your doom. 


$ O Ns. 
HAL, THE WOODMAN.. 


TAY, tray'ller, tarry here to night; 
The rain yet beats, the wind is loud, 
The moon has too withdrawn her light, 
And gone to fleep behind a cloud. 


"Tis ſeven long miles acroſs the moor, 
And ſhould you chance to go aſtray, 

You'll meet, I fear, no friendly door, 
Nor ſoul to tell the ready way. 


Come, deareſt Kate, our meal prepare, 
This ſtranger ſhall partake our belt ; 

A cake and raſher be his ſare, | 
With ale that makes the weary bleſt. 


Approach the hearth, there take a place, 
Lad till the hour of reſt draws nigh, 

Of Robinhood and Chevy chace, : 

Weill ſing— then to our pallets hie. 
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But, ah! how ſad a doom, 
The gentle youth in beauty's pride, 
Was ſummon'd to the tomb: 
No more thoſe joys ſhall Ellen prove, 
Which many an hour beguil'd ; 
From morn to eve ſhe mouras her love, 
Sweet Ellen, ſorrow's child. 


With falt'ring ſtep away ſhe hies, 
O'er William's grave to weep, 
For Ellen there, with tears and lighs, 
Her wateh would often keep: 

5 5 The 


"EVE I 
Had Ithe means I'd uſe you well, The 
Tis little J have got to boaſt ; A, 
Yet.ſhould you of this cottage tell, Thy 
Say, Hal, the Woodman, was your hoſt, Su 
Thy 
W 
Aga: 
3 Ni. Ar 
Ah! 
SWEET ELLEN, SORROW'S CHILD. W 
| Then 
OLD blew the wind, no gleam of light, Sw 
When Ellen left her home, 
And brav'd the horrors of the night, — 
O'er dreary wilds to roam: | 
The lovely maid had late been gay. 
When hope and pleaſure ſmil'd, 
But now, alas! to grief a prey, 
Was Ellen, ſorrow's child. 4 


( 92 ) 5 


The pitying angel ſaw her woe, 1 | | | | 
And came, with aſpect mild | 
Thy tears ſhall now no longer flow, | 
Sweet Ellen, ſorrow's child. 


Thy plaintive notes were heard above, 
Where thou ſhalt ſoon find reſt, 

Again thou ſhalt behold thy love, 
And be for ever bleſt: 

Ah! can ſuch bliſs be mine ſhe cry'd, NF 
With voice and looks ſo wild; i 


Then ſunk upon the earth and dy 'd, 
Sweet Ellen, forrow's child, | b 
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DEAR OBJECT OF EACH FOND DESIRE. 


FAR object of each ſond deſire, 
Why aſk the limits of a fire, | 
Whoſe embers ſhall retain a heat, | 5 MY 
1 
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Till life's laſt pulſe ſhall ceaſe to beat? | 
WF > Tho' time more rapid takes his flight, | 
Whene'er you bleſs my raviſh'd ſight; | 35 
Yet ſtill he leaves behind ſome trace, 5 — oong 0 
To teſtify a new-born grace. | i 


On the fair record of the breaſt | 

Theſe virtues truly are impreſt ; ll 
They live, to Delia's image juſt, 1 

„ | Like trophies round a medall'd buſt: | | f 

he | Tha 
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Then ceaſe, my deareſt to enquire, 
The limits of affection's fire; 

Unleſs you wiſh to know the date, 

Then liſe ſhall ſtoop to conqu'ring fate, 


s Oo N s. 


THE TOPSAIL FILLS, 


FT HE topſail fills, the waving bark unmoors, 
Adieu, dear iſle, I fly thy native ſhores, 

Where oft, alas! attention fondly ſtrove, 

In Delia's heart to trace her Henry's love. 


Go, gentle gale, ah! waft my parting ſighs, 
Fraught with the anguiſh of a heart that dies; 
Breathe all the ſorrows of a ſad adieu, | 
Then ſwiftly ſpeed me from the ſyren's view. 


And thou, ſweet ſoother, whoſe reſponſive train, 

Returns each ſigh, and echoes every pain, . 
O bear this poignant pang, theſe pangs of wild deſpair, 
Aud ſoſtly ſigh them to the cruel fair, 
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S O N G. 
Br STILL MY HEART, 


E till my heart, embrace thy chain, 
Nor ſtrive for liberty in vain; © 
For all thy efforts only prove 
How much I feel, how much I love, 


The day and night devoid of reſt, 
The anxious fears that fill my breaſt, 
Theſe witneſs to the pow'rs above, 
How much I feel, how much I love. 


Then waft her, Zephyrus, my ſighs, 
And tell her, Cupid, through my eyes, 
With what a paſſion long I've ſtrove, 
J much I feel, how much I love. 


S ON G. 


MARIA, 


HEN firſt Maria fmil'd on me, 
How cheerful were my days; 
My boſom glow'd. with echtacy,: 

Soft joys dwelt, in her praiſe: 

But, ah? the loveſome lay is oer 

The tender ſtz ain is fled, 


ONG, | That call'd the birds around, my 3 
And wa rbled o'er her bead. 
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Oft' on the turf-rais -d bank ſhe ſung 
The pleaſing theme of love: 

The notes thro' ev'ry valley rung, 
Enliven'd ev'ry grove: 

But, ah! the loveſome lay is o'er, 
The tender ſtrain is fled, 

That call'd the birds around my-bow'r, 
And warbled o'er her head. 


3 8 O N 6. 


rn CHARMS OF SYLVIA. | 
Flor gow fair the virgin lily blows, 
How fragrant breathes the bluſhing roſe, 


But Sylvia's lips more fragrance yields, 
Than all the bloſſoms of the fields : 

Her eyes outſhine the diamond's blaze, 
Her boſom heav'n itſelf diſplays; 

In ev' ry feature blooms a charm, 

Of pow'r an hermit's breaſt to warm. 


Her voice can raiſe a ſweeter ſtrain 
Than all the warblers of the plain ; 
Her ſmiles can wake deſpair to joy, 
But, ah! her heart is cold and coy: 
Such beauty heav'n could not beſtow, 


_ Unbleffing, and unbleſs'd to glow, 


"Twas form'd to nouriſh and inſpire 


The tender fighs of fond defire. 
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DEAR IMAGE OF THE MAID I LOVE. 


EAR image of the maid I love, 
Whoſe charms you bring to view, 

In abſence ſome delight I feel, 

By gazing ſtill on you: 1 
Debar'd her ſight by tyrant pow'r, 

How wretched ſhould 1 be, 
But that I cheer each lonely hour,, 

By gazing till on thee, .. 


Oh! could I call this fair one mine, 
What rapture ſhould I feel; 

Oh! could I preſs that form divine, 
Each hour my bliſs would ſeal : 

But, ah! depriv'd of all their charms, 
My ſoul can find no reſt; 


And ſhould ſhe bleſs another's arms, 


Deſpair would fill my breaſt. - 


S8 O N G. 
GENTLE ANN A's LOVE. 


MPREST with ev'ry fond deſire, 
My troubled mind has ſtrove 
To check the thought that dare aſpire 
To gentle Anna's love. 
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But reaſon cannot love reſtrain, 
And vain my efforts prove; 

My heart till fondly longs to gain 
Its gentle Anna's love. 
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FLOWER OF THE FOREST, 


| goa: the pangs of ſlighted love, 


Each hill 4 dale my plaint ſhall ring, 
as the woodlands wild I rove, 
. nk Philomel ſhall hear me ſing: 
Flovyer of the foreſt was my dear, 
Sweet as th' vi'let in the vale; 


Fler vows of love were ſweet to hear, 5 


But trantient as the paſſing gale, 


Beneath the 2 the brook 
] 


I'll ſilent fit with folded arms; 
And on the heedleſs ſtream I'll look, 

While heav'n reminds me of her charms: 
Flower of the foreſt was my dear, 

Sweet as the vi'let in the vale; 
Her vows of love were ſweet to hear, 


But tranſient as the paſſing gale. 


4 
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SONG. | 
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s Oo N s. 
THE SHEPHERD's INVITATION, 
Sung by Maſter Shepherd, 
EE, May approaches, crown'd with flow'rs, 
8 And Cupid leads the laughing hours; 


Ah! let not nature ſmile in vain, 
But, Mary bleſs thy conſtant ſwain. 


Beneath the elm-tree's grateful ſhade, 
Theſe hands a lea ſy hut have made; 
And pinks and villets form the bed 
Where Mary fair may reſt her head. 


Each raorn the lark on ſoaring wing 


Her early mattins ſweet ſhall ſing; 


And ev'ry night ſecurely bleſt, 
Sweet Philomel ſhall ſooth to reſt. 


Ss ON s. 


NOW THE WOODLAND CHORISTS SING, 


NA TOW the woodland choriſts fing, = 5 
Beauty take her radiant ſſb 
Love adorns the ſmilins ſoaring. | 9 


louth and beauty gild. 
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Seize the minutes as they fly, 

Jocund dance in feRive round; 
Innocence with virgin eye 

Comes with rural chaplets crown'd, 


Awful virtue keeps her fate, - 

In the cot, or on the throne; 
Liberty enjoys her mate, | 
As fair honor holds the zone: 

Love and beauty on the wing, 

Sweep the globe, and conquer all; 

Poet, Hero, Sage, and King, 

At their ſhrine ſubmiſſive fall, 


Where ſhould honor deign to dwell, 
But in freedom's happy iſle? 
Virtue here enjoys ber cell, 1 
More than in a tyrant's ſmile: - 
Where ſhould beauty fix her rei gn, 
But on love that pow'r defies? 
Innocence ſhall crown the ſcene/, 
White ambition yan and dies. 
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S O N . 
THE BRIDAL DAY, 
Sung by Miſs — 


"un William there, 
++ talk'd of love, 


„ 


A S ſtraving thro” the jeſs'mine grove, 


- 
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The deuce is in you, he would ſay, 
Why don't you name the bridal day. 


What could I do, poor ſimple maid, 
But make this ſtrange reply, ; 


Itell you, Sir, Iam afraid, 


And then began to figh:. 
x deuce is in you, he would ſay, 
hy can't you name the bridal day. 


I really thought the fellow mad, 

To worry thus my life ; 
And yet I ſomehow Nik'd the lad, 
And wiſh'd to be a wiſe. -*. : 
At laſt the deuce would have me ſay, 
Why don't you Name e the i dh ' 


8 Oo N 6. 
Ton ME MY TAE 


R me my fair a wreath has wove, 


| As oft' ſhe kiſs'd this gift of love, 
HNer breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſwcet. 


A bee within a damalk roſe. 

Had crept, the ne&tar'd dew to fp; 
But leſſer ſweets the thief foregoes, 
And fixes on n Louiſa 8 7 


Where rival flow'rs in union meet; 


Then 


* 


— 
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Then taſting all the bloom of ſpring 
Wak'd by the rip'ning breath of May ; 

Th' ungrateful ſpoiler left his ſting, 
And with the honey Hed away. 


„ 2 he 


THE BANKS OF FORTH, 


> AA it wo 


E dard = w'rs oth uk the plain, | 
Where ready winding Fortha glides, 1 
Conduct me to her banks nn, 
Since there my charming Mary bides: 
Theſe banks that breathe their vernal ſweets, 
Where ev'ry ſmiling beauty meets; 
Where Mary's charms adorn the plain, _ 
And cheer the heart of ev'ry ſwain. 
Oft in the thick embow ring groves, 
Where birds their muſie chirp aloud, 
Alternately they fing their loves, 
And Fortha's faireſt me*nders view'd: 
The m<adows wore a gen'ral ſmile, 
Love was our banquet all the while ; 
The lovely proſpect charm'd the eye 
To where the ocean met the ſky, 


Once on the graſſy bank reclin "Gor 
Where Fortha ran in murmurs deep, 

It was my happy chance to find 

ITbe charming 88 lull'd aſleep: 
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My heart then leap d with inward bliſs, 


I ſoftly ſtoop'd and ſtole a kiſs; , 


She wak'd, ſhe bluſh'd, ſhe gently blam'd, | 
* Why, Damon, are you not aſham'd ? 


Ye ſylvan pow'rs, ye rural gods, 


To whom we ſwains our cares impart, 


Reſtore me to thoſe bleſs'd abodes, 


And eaſe, oh! eaſe my love-fick heart: 


_ Theſe happy days again reſtore, 


When Mall and I ſhall part no more: 
When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing arms, 
And crown my bliſs with all her charms. | 


S ON 8. 


'BRAEPS OF BALLZND RAR. 


ID ENEATH a green ſhade a lovely young ſwain, 


One ev'ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain; 
So ſad yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his woe, 


The winds ceas'd to breathe and the fountains to flow 
Rude winds with compaſſion could hear him complain, 


Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his pain, . 


How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, _ 
Ere Chloe's bright charms firſt flaſh'd on my view; 


_ - Theſe eyes, then, with pleaſure, the dawn could ſur- 


„ As 

Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more cheerful than they; 

Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my ſight, 

I ficken in pleaſure, and languiſh in light. 
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Thro' changes, in vain, relief I purſue ; 
All, all but conſpire my grief to renew; 
From ſun-ſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, 


To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air: 
But love's ardent fever burns always the ſame, 


No winter can cool it, no ſummer inflame. 


But ſee, the pale moon all clouded retires! 


The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's defires ! 

I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 

Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my mind: 
Ah! wretch, how can life be worthy thy care, 


Since length'ning its moments but lengthens deſpair. 


„ „ G N. 
SA MERRY AS WE TWA HAE BEIN 


AXA LASS that was laden with care, 
1 Sat heavily under yon thorn ; 
I liſten'd awhile for to hear, 

When thus ſhe began for to mourn : 
*When#'er my dear ſhepherd was here, 55 
The birds did melodiouſſy fing ; 
And cold nipping winter did wear 
A face that reſembled the ſpring: 
Sae merry as we twa hae been, 
Sae merry as we twa hae been, 
My heart it is like for to break 
When I think on the days we hae. ſeen. 
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Our flocks feeding cloſe {ide by ſide, 
He gently preſſing my hand; 
] view'd the wide world in its pride, 
And laugh'd at the pomp of command: 
My dear, he would oft' to me ſay, 
What makes you hard-hearted to me ? 
Oh! why do you thus turn away 
From him who is dying for thee ? 
Sae merry, &c. 
But now he is far from my ſight, 
And perhaps a deceiver may prove, 
Which makes me lament day and night, 
That ever I granted my love; 
At eve, when the reſt of the folk 
Are merrily ſeated to ſpin, 
I fet myſelf under an oak, 
And heavily ſigh for him. 
dae merry, &c. 


S O N G. 


THE LAST TIME L CAME O'ER THE MOOR, 


HE laſt time I came o'er the moor, 
J left my love behind me; 


Ye pow'rs what pain do I endure, 


When ſoft ideas mind me: 


Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd, 


The beaming day enſuing, 


I met betimes my lovely maid, 


In fit retreats for wooing. 
Fa 


Beneath 
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Beneath the codling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtely ſporting ; 
We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 

Till night ſpread her black curtain: 
I pitied all beneath the ſkies, 

E'en kings when ſhe was nigh me; ; 

In raptures I beheld her eyes, 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Should I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurround me; 
Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 
Shali make my care at diſtance . 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. | 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter; 
Since ſhe excels in ev'ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall center: 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps to cover; 
On Greenland's ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before ceaſe to love her. 
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The next time 15 gang o'er the moor, 
dhe ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho' I left her behind me: 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair. boſom; - 

There, while my being does remain, 


My love more freſh ſhall blallow. 
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S8 O. N G. 
# 


I'LL NEVER LEAVE THEE. . 


NE day I heard Mary ſay, 
| How ſhall I leave thee? 
Stay, dear Adonis, ſtay, * 

Why wilt thou grieve me? 

Alas! my fond heart will break, 
If thou ſhould leave me; 

III live and die for thy ſake, 

Yet never leave thee. 


Say, lovely Adonis, ſay, 
Has Mary deceiv'd thee; 
Did e' er her young heart betray 
Ne love to grieve thee? 
My conſtant mind ne'er ſhall ſtray, 
Thou may believe me; 
T'll love thee, lad, night and day, 
And never leave thee. 


Adonis, my charming youth, 

What can relieve thee? 

Cin Mary thy anguiſh ſooth, 
This breaſt ſhall receive thee ;_ _ 

My paſſion can ne'er decay, 

Never deceive thee; | 

Delight ſhall drive pain away, 
Pleaſure revive thee. 

fs 
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But leave thee, lad, leave thee, lad, I 
How ſhall Tleave thee ? | Dk 
O, that thought makes me ſad ? AER, 
Fil never leave thee : . 
| Where would my Adonis ly, | 6 
Why does he grieve meY 
Alas! my poor heart will die, = 
If I ſhould leave thee. | | 


SON G. 


TWEED SIDE, 


x 7 HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe, | ES 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed; 
Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe, | 

Both nature and fancy exceed: 

No daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 

Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently thro' thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The black-bird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
With muſic enchant ev'ry buſn: , 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſe& how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 


| How 
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How 
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How does my love paſs the long day, 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 
Do they never careleſsly ſtray, 

While, happily ſhe lies aſleep? 


_ Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull 2 to reſt, 


Kind nature indulging my bliſs; 


Jo relieve the ſoft pain of my breaſt, 


I'd ſeal an ambroſial kiſs, 


"Tis ſhe does the virgins excell, 
No beauty with her may compare; 


Love's graces around her do dwell, 


She's faireſt where thouſands are fair: 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray, 

Oh, tell me, at noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 


Or pleaſanter banks of the Tweed, 


S ON . 


SURELY WOMAN'S A PpOw'RTUL CREATURE: . | 


Sung by Mr. Quick, 


URELY woman sa yow'rful creature, 
In ev'ry ſtage of her life; 
90 arm'd at all points by dame nature, 


As maiden, miſs, widow; or wife + 


In her bloom ev'ry glance ſhe ſhoots thro" you, 
Ever after her larum's well ſtrung 

And ſure is that force to ſubdue you © 
3 ſhifts from the eye to . W | 
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F wine and muſic have the pow's 
{| To eaſe the ſickneſs of the ſoul; 

Let Phœbus ev'ry ſtring explore, 

And Bacchus fill the mighty bowl: 

Let them their friendly aid employ, 
To make my Chloe's abſence light, 

Ands ſeek for pleaſure to deſtroy, 21 | 1 
The ſorrow's of the live long night. 


But ſhe to-morrow will return, 

\ Venus be thou to-morrow great ; 
Thy myrtles ſtrew, thy odours burn, | 
| And meet my fav'rite nymph i in ſtate, 
Kind goddeſs, to no other pow'rs | 

Let us to- morrow's bleſſing own; 
Thy darling love ſhall guide the bours, 
And all the day be thine alone. 


* 
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TNLESS with, my NEE. bleſt, 
In vain I twine the woodhine bow'r; 
5 to deck her ſweeter breaſt, 


In vain 1 rear the breathing flow r. | 
Awaken'd 
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Amaken's by the genial year, 
In vain the birds around me ſing: 

10 vain the Freſh'ning fields appear, 

Without my love there is no ſprings 


oo 
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8 O N 8. 
| THE NEW FRIEND AND PITCHER, 


HE filver moon that ſhines ſo bright, 
I ſwear with reaſon is my teacher ; 
And if my minute glaſs runs right, | 
We've time to drink another pitcher : 
Tis not yet day, 'tis not yet day, 
Then why ſhould we forſake good liquor ; 


Until the ſun beams round us play, 


Let's jocund * about che pitcher. 


They ſay that I muſt work all day, 

And fleep at night, to grow much richer, 
But what is all the world can ſay, 

Compar'd to mirth, my friend and pitcher. 
Tis not yet day, Kc. 


Tho one may boaſt a handſome wife, 
Let ſtrange vagaries may bewitch her; 
Unvex'd I live a cheerful life, 
And boldly call for t'other pitcher, 
98 not yet day, KC, 


rr). 
1 dearly love a hearty man, 


(No ſneaking milk ſop Jemmy Twitchery | ; 

Who loves a laſs and loves a glaſs, | 
And boldly ealls for t'other pitcher, 

TW not yet "Fs &c.. 


S 0 N 
FAIRER THAN THE or LILIES. 


AIRER than the op'ning lilies, 
F Sweeter than the morning roſe; 
Are the blooming charms of Phillis, 

Richer ſweets does the diſcloſe.. 


Long ſecur'd from Cupid's pow'r, TH 
Soft repoſe ſhall lull my breaſt; ; yl hs 
Till in one ſhort ſatal hour, | 
She depriv'd my ſoul of reſt. 


Cupid, god of pleaſing anguiſh, 
From whoſe ſhafts I bleed and burn, 

Teach, O teach the maid to languiſh, ; 
Strike fair Phillis. in her turn, 


k 


From that moment in her breaſt, 
Soon to pity ſhe'll incline ; 

And, to give her boſom reſt, 
Kindly heal the wound 1 in mine,. 


SONG. 
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What ſweetneſs was in every look, 


How gladly would I all the reſt 
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S ON 6. 
WHEN FIRST THE YOUTH HIS FEARS FORSOOR. 


HEN firſt the youth his fears forſook, 
And that he lov'd I fondly heard, 


What eloquence in ev'ry word! 
From her whole ſtore to make me bleR, 
Did for tune bid me chuſe ; 


For love and him refuſe, 


N. 
THE WEDDING pv, 


T HAT virgin or ſhepherd, in valley or grove, 
Will envy my innocent lays; 
The ſong of the heart and the offspring of love, 
When ſung in my Corydon's praile : 


O''er brook and o'er brake as he hies to the bow'r, 


How lightſome my ſhepherd can trip; 
And ſure when of love he deſcribes the ſoft pow'r, 
The honey-dew drops from his lip, 


How 
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How ſweet is the primroſe, the violet how ſweet, 
And ſweet is the cetantine breeze; 

But Corydon' s kiſs, whew by moonlight we meet, 
To me is far {weeter than theſe : 

I bluſh at his raptures, I hear all his vows, 

1 ſigh whenl offer to ſpeak, 

© And, oh! what delight my fond boſom o 'erflows, 
When I feel the ſoft touch of his cheek. 


Reſponſive and ſhrill be the notes from the ſpray, 
Let the pipe thro' the village reſound, 

Be ſmiles in each face, O ye ſhepherds to day, 
And ring the bells merrily round : | 

Your favors prepare, my companions, with ſpecd, 
Aſſiſt me my bluſhes to hide, 

A twelvemoth ago on this day I agreed, 

Jo be my lov'd Corydon's bride, 


SONG. 


THE FIRST PASSION. 


OW happy the ſeaſon of childhood appears, 
Thoſe hours of contentment, thoſe ſmooth glid- 
ing years, 
When the heart knows no ſorrow, diſturb d by no 
guile, 
N the tear, if it ickles, Is caught by a ſmile. 


Farewell 
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Farewell to that peace which indiff rence beſtows, 


Love pierces my boſom and wounds my repoſe ; 


My paſſions to ſtifle I'm forc'd to deceive, 
But, tho' ſmiles maſk my ſorrows, they cannot relieve, 


MY DEAR MOLLY, 


r 


Sung at the Anacreontic Society. 


XA dear Molly, 
Oh, what ſolly 
That I love you as I dos 
Pray believe me, 
Don't deceive me, 
111 be ever kind and true, 


Oh, what bliſſes, 

In your kiſſes, 
Let me taſte, nay, don't be coy ; 
Come, carels me, 

Do now bleſs me, 
In your arms I'd die with joy. 
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S O N 6. 
ANNA'S BoW ER. 
Sung by Maſter Mutlow, 


LOW, blow, thou ſummer's breeze, 
Oh, gently fan the trees 
That form yon fragrant bow'r; 
Where Anna, lovelieſt maid, 

— On nature's carpet laid, 

Enjoys the cooling hour: 
Hence, hence, ye objects foul, 
IT be beetle, bat, and owl, 

The hag-worm, newt, and toad 0 
But fairy elves unſeen, , 
May gambol o'er the green, 

And circle her abode. 


Shed, ſhed thy ſweeteſt beams, 
In party colour'd ſtreams, 
'Thou fount of heat and light; 
No, no, withdraw thy ray, 
Her eyes effuſe a day, 
As kind, as warm, as bright: 
Breathe, booths thy incenſe, May, 
Ye flow'rs, your homage pay, 
Jo one more fair and {weet ; 
Ye opening roſe buds ſhed, 
With fragrance twine her head: 
Le lilies kiſs her feet. 


Flow, 


il 


40) 


( 115 ) 
Flow, flow, thou chryſtal rill, 


With tingling gurgles fill, 


The mazes of the grove: 
And, ſhould thy murmuring ſtream, 
Invite my love to dream, 
O may ſhe dream of love: 
Sing, ſing, ye feather'd choir, 
And melt to fond defre, 
Her too obdurate breaſt : 
Then, in that tender hour, 
I'll ſteal into the bow'r, 
And teach her to be bleſt. 


S O0 N 8. 


THE ROSE TREE. 


4 


ROSE TREE in full bearing, 
Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee; 


One roſe beyond comparing, 


For beauty attracted me: 
Tho! eager then to win it, 

Lovely, blooming, fair, and gay, 
I found a canker in it, 

And now throw it far away, 


How fine this morning early, 
All ſunſhine clear and bright! 


So late I lov'd you dearly, 


T ho loſt now each fond delight: : 
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The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen ; ; 


Farewell ye fleeting hours, 


Your falſbood has chang'd the ſcene. 


s ON 6. 
THE ALL Of L1Fx 18 40 n. 
Sung in the Lord of the Manor. 
WII. firſt this humble roof I knew, 


With various cares I ſtrove, 


£ My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were ſew, 


My all of life was love: 


By mutual toil our board was dreſs'd, 


The ſpring our drink beſtow'd ; 


But when her lip the brim had preſs a 


The cup with nectar flow'd, 


5 Content and peace the dwelling ſhar'd, 


No other gueſt. came nigh, 
In them was giv'n, tho' gold was ſpar'd, 
What gold could never buy; 
No value has a ſplendid lot, 
But as the means may prove, 
That from the caſtle to the cot 
The all of life is love. 
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S'O N 6. 


SYMPATHY, 


OR tenderneſs framed in life's early day, 
A parent's ſoft ſorrows to mine led the way ; 
The leſſon of pity was caught from her eye, 
And e- er words were my own, I ſpoke in a ſigh. 


The ni ightingale plunder'd, the mate widow'd dove, 
The warbled complaint of the ſuffering grove, 


__ -To youth as it ripen'd gave ſentiment new, 
The object ſtill changing, the ſympathy true. 


Soft embers of paſſion ſtill reſt in a glow, 


A warmth of more pain may this breaſt never know! 


Or, if too indulgent the bleſſing I claim, 
Let the ſpark drop from reaſon that wakens the ne. 
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8 | O N,. 6. 
' - ZEPHYR AND THE ROSE, 


WIS zephyr, who Gels for the lover's ſoft bliſs, 
Salutes by ſurpriſe the coy roſe, 


Averting her head ſhe declines the fond kiſs, 
Her beautiful lips ſtrive to cloſe! f 


3 IS Though 
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Though Fn ene the earth, of ſuch fragrance pdl. \ 
l | 
Tranſported he ſeeds on her breath, oy” 


Nor, thoughtleſs, reflects, while he feels himſelf bleſt, 
To her who thus bleſſes tis death. 


Now, cloſer he preſſes Unable to ſpeak, 

What muſt the dear innocent feel? 

Alarm him, ye dew drops that roll down each cheeky 
Her anguiſh entreat him to heal: 

Ah! bid him beware, leſt a moment of j joys 
(Of joy, ſpite of honor obtain'd) © 

The peace of two minds in a moment roy, 
That peace which can ne er be regain d. 


The rogue hears ſage prudence, not ſeeming to hear, 
And feels tho' not ſeeming to feel; 

His lips check the courſe of each delicate tear, 
Then labour her 'anguiſh to heal: 

The breath juſt exhauſted by one ſtolen kifs 


A thouſandchaſte kiſſes reſtore: iy” 
And, crimſon'd with bluſhes, her beauty and bliſs 9 W, 
Grow perfect, and leſſen no more. : Th 
s O Ns. . Th 
| . Sir 

THE OAK. 
Sung in the Woodman, 10 
HE ſapling oak loſt in the dell, | EI 
Where tangled brakes its beauties ſpoil, | 
And ev'ry infant ſhoot repel, 


Droops hopeleſs o'er the andes foil; 4 
t 
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At length the woolman clears around, 
Where'er the n xious thickets ſpread, 
And high from the reviving ground, 
The ſoreſt's monarch lifts his head. 


. 


- KISSING» 
5120 + * | 
Sung in the Woodman... 


s |. FTHERE's ſomething in kiſſing, I cannot tell why, 

g Makes my heart in a tumult jump more than 

breaſt high: | „ 

For nine times in ten, 
So teazing, 

And pleaſing, | 
We kind thoſe rude creatures, the dear kiſſing men; 
That we with it repeated again and again, 


Though a kiſs ſtop my breath, oh! how little care I, 


Since a woman at ſome time or other muſt die! 
For nine times in ten, 
So teazing, 
| And pleaſing, 88 8 8 
We find thoſe rude creatures, the dear kiſſing men, 
That we wiſh it repeated again and again. 
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S UN Us; 
THE WAND RING SAILOR, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter, 


HE wand'ring ſailor ploughs the main, 
A competence in life to gain; 

Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 

To find at length content and eaſe : 

In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 

To anchor on his native ſhore, © * 


When winds blow hard and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole; 
Tho' dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 

In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Fo anchor on his native ſhore, 


When round the bowl, the jovial crew, 
The early ſcenes of youth renew, 
'Tho' each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt — 

May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on his native ſhore. 


| 


SONG. 


Oh! Werter, Werter, Charlotte cry'd, 


Thou would'ſt not in deſpair have dy'd, 
For thine alone I ſhould have been: 


. 
WERTER'S GHOST. 


HEN night her ſable curtain drew, 
And ſcatter'd darkneſs o'er the plains, 

Poor Charlotte from her home withdrew, | 

To weep o'er Werter's dear remains: 
She to his ſacred tomb drew near, 

And mourn'd his, ſad untimely end; 
In pity ſhed the tender tear, 
For her much lov'd departed friend. 


Had we each other ſooner ſeen, 


But heaven otherwiſe ordain'd, | 
And thou, alas! art now no more; 
Whilſt I on earth am yet detain'd, 
And ſhall, *till death, thy fate deplore. 


Juſt as ſhe ſpoke, array'd in white, 1 
Stood Werter's ghoſt before her eyes; 1 
She trembling view'd the awful fight, £3. 
That fill'd her ſoul with dread ſurpriſe : g 
Unhappy fair,” the ſpirit cry'd, 
Thy fighs forbear, thy ſorrows ceaſe ; \ 
And tears for me no longer ſhed, 14 
Who now enjoy eternal peace. 


3 


1 


Thou too, like me, wilt ſoon be bleſt 
With laſting joy and true delight, 
Where nought can e'er thy bliſs moleſt,” 
It bow'd, then vaniſh'd from her ſight: 
With downcaſt look and folemn pace, 
Poor Charlotte homeward bent her way; 
And ne'er again approaci.'d the place, 
Where Werter's hallow'd relics lay. 


s 0 N 6. : A 
A NEW HUNTING SONG. 1 | * 


HEN through the woods the hunters trace 
The nimble hart or hare, 
Fond echo joins the noble chace, 
And vocal makes the air : | 
The op'ning huunds the game purſue, 0, 
And bruſh away the morning dew. 


And ſoon the victim dies : 
The hunters then the bowl purſue, | 
And all their ſongs of joy renew. Bl 


1 | | 
1 From hills and dales the cries reſound, N 
| | While mellow ſounds the horn; = 2 ol 
Each varied proſpect ſmiles around, „3513 
1518 And rapture cheers the morn: The 
9 } -The op'ning hounds the game purſue, | Ane 
15 And bruſh away the ſparkling dew. _ 
1 ca 
At length Gerten, the trembling prey, > 
1 Its ſpeed no longer trie 
1 Fear all his courage takes away, | E: 
N 
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THE MANSION OF PEACE, 


I'll ſeek to replace it with art ; 
t no—'twill her ſlumbers invade, | 
I will wear it (fond youth) next my heart : 
Alas! filly roſe, hadſt thou known 
' Twas Daphne that gave thee thy place, 
Thou ne'er from thy Ration had'ſt flown, 
Her boſom's the manſion of peace. 


A ROSE from her boſom bas ſtray'd, 
u 


S8 O N 6. 
HOW COLD IT 1s. 


N. the bluſt'ring Boreas blows, 
See all the waters round are froze; 
he trees that ſkirt the dreary plain, 
All day a murmuring cry retain ; 
The trembling foreſt hears their moan, 
And ſadly mingles groan with groan : 
How diſmal all from eaſt to weſt, 
Heaven defend the poor diſtreſt — 
Such is the tale 
Thro' hill and vale, 
Each traveller may behold it is; 
While low and high 
Are heard to cry, 
Bleſs my heart, how cold it is! 
WE pi 


(ie) 


Humanity, delightful tale! 
While we feel the winter gale, 
May the high peer in ermin'd coat 
Incline the ear to ſorrow's note: 
And where, with mis'ry's load oppreſt, 
Some fellow creature lies diſtreſs'd, 
Full ample let his bounty flow, 
To ſooth the boſom chill'd by woe: 
In town or vale, 
Where'er the tale 
Of real grief unfolded is, 
O may he give 
The means to live, 
To thoſe who know how cold it is. 


Perchance ſome warrior, blind and lam'd, 


Some dauntleſs tar for Britain maim'd— 
Conſider theſe, for thee they Bore 

The loſs of limbs, and ſuffer'd more; 

O paſs them not, or if you do, 


They'll figh to think they fought for you: 


' Go, pity all, but bove the reſt, 
The ſoldier, or the tar diſtreſs d; 
Thro' winter's reign 
Relieve their pain, 
For what they've done ſure bold it 1s; 
Their wants ſupply, 
| Whene'er they cry, 
\ Bleſs wy heart, how cold it is. 


And now ye 8 drones, and beaus, 


Who dread the breath that winter blows, 
Purſue the conduct of a friend, 


Who never found it yet offend ; 


| While 


le 
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( 125 ) 
While winter deals its froſt around, 
Go face the air and beat the ground, 
With cheerful ſpirits exerciſe, 
*Tis there health's balmy bleſſing lies: 
| On hill or dale, 
Tho' ſharp the gale, 
And frozen you behold it is: 
The blood ſhall glow, 
And ſweetly ſlow, 
And you'll ne'er cry, how cold it is. 


8 0 N G. 
| THE BRIDEGROOM, 


WAY, let naught to love diſpleaſing, 
My Winefreda, move thy fear; 
Let naught delay the heavenly bleſſing, 


Nor ſqueamiſh pride, nor gloomy care; 
What tho' no grants of royal donors, 


With pompous titles grace our blood ; 


We'll ſhine in more ſubſtantial honors, 


And to be noble we'll be good. 


What though from fortune's laviſh bounty, 
No mighty treaſures we poſſeſs, 
We'll find within our pittance plenty, 
And be coutent ao” excels: 
Z 


Still | 


( 126 ) 


Still ſhall each kind returning ſeaſon, 
Suthcient for our wiſhes give; 
For we will live a life of reaſon, 
And that's the only life to live, 


Our name, while virtue thus we tender, 
Shall ſweetly ſound where'er 'tis ſpoke ; 
And all the great ones much {hall wonder, 
i How they admire ſuch little ſolk: 
Through youth and age in love excelling, 
it | We'll hand in hand together tread ; 
1 Sweet ſmiling peace ſhall crown our dwelling, 
And babes, ſweet ſmiling, grace our bed. 


How ſhould I love the pretty creatures, 
Whilſt round my knees they fondly clung ; 
To ſee them look, their mother's features, 
jj To hear them if {p their mother's tongue: 
* And whea with envy time tranſported, 
3 Shall think to rob us of our joys, 
/ | You'll in your girls again be courted, 
And I go wooing in my boys. 


0 e ONES 
48 DAMON, 


7 cull the ſweets of ev'ry mead, 

And twine a wreath for Damon's head, 
That youth fo gen'rous, kind, and free, 

For vows of faith oft pledg'd to me. 


At 


I": 
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At eve he drives his herd to fold, 
And I fond tales of love am told; 
And if his glances meet my eye, 
My love-fraught boſom heaves a ſigh. 


Tho' envied by each beauteous fair, 


Stil! Damon is my love and care, 


With him at hymen's ſhrine I'd bow, 
And ſeal the lover's tender vow. 


S O N G. 


POLLY OF THE GREEN, 


1 W ſmil'd ſerenely gay, 


Sweet muſic fill'd the grove; 
Bright beam'd the chearful god of day, 
And fill'd each breaſt with love: 
The lark attun'd his ſong on high, 
All nature blithe was ſeen ; 
A ſweeter voice ſeem'd to reply, 
"'T'was Polly of the Green, 


My daten pipe beneath the ſhade, 
I tun'd to mirth and glee; . 

She ſtood and liſten'd while I play'd, 
What charms I then did ſee: 

The roſy bluſh which decks the morn, 
Upon her cheek was ſeen ; 


Ihe graces did her form adorn, 


Dear Polly of the Green. 


. 
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I gaz'd, ſhe ſmil'd, I ſmil'd again, 
With infinite delight; 

Fond love I found in ev'ry vein, 
Her form ſo charm'd my fight : 
No maid that ever I beheld, 

Had ſuch a graceful mein ; 


So much ſhe ev'ry one excell'd, 
Sweet Polly of the Green. 


Ye pow'rs who rule the realms aboye, 
Attend my ardent pray'r, 

Let Polly to my wiſhes prove, 
As kind as ſhe is fair: | 

O, Venus, to my ſuit incline, 

As thou art beauty's queen, 

And let the charming maid be mine, 
Dear Polly of the Green. 


$ O N ©G. 
MAEY, THE MAID OF THE MILL. 


IKE dew-drops that hang on the roſe, 
* The tears ſhone on Mary's fair cheek: 
When William, to face our proud foes, 

War and danger undaunted would ſeek ; 
He preſt her white hand with a ſigh, 
Then cry'd, ſtill remember poor Will; 
For conſtant I'Il be, live or die, 
To Mary, the maid of the mill. 


( 129 ) 
Sad tidings too ſoon were convey'd 
That William in battle was ſlain ; 
And many that lov'd the fair maid, 
Now ventur'd to tell their ſoft pain: 
The ſquire would have made her his bride, 
But till ſhe remember'd poor Will, 
Till his death he was conſtant, ſhe cry'd, | 
And ſo ſhall his maid of the mill, 1 


While his death the ſad Mary had mourn d 
Great fame he'd atchiev'd in the wars; 7 
With riches and honor return'd, 
He wip'd from her eye the ſalt tears: 
Then led her to church as his wife, 
ih To repay the true love for poor Will, 
Now joy and delight cheer the life 
Of Mary the maid of the mill. 


$ ON G. 


pe 


MY SHEPHERD'S GONE ASTRAY. 


TELL me, ye gentle nymphs and ſwains, 
Paſs'd my dear Damon o'er your plains ?; 
O cheer with hope my lonely way, 
I ſeek my ſhepherd gone aſtray : 
Leads he is flock along the mead, 
Or does he ſeek the cooler ſhade ? 
O teach a hapleſs maid the way, 1 
To find her ſhepherd gone aſtray. e 
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Obſerve, ye fair, the truant ſwairi, 
A manly ſoftneſs crowns his mein; 
Adonis was not half fo fair, 
And when he ings, tis heaven to hear. 
Leads he his flock, Nc. 


Se | 
e nymphs, the ſweets of freedom prize, 
ind ſhun the witchcraft of his eyes; 


ely from his charms—nor ſtay too long 


To hear his ſoft enchanting ſong. - | 
Leads he his flocks, &c; 


THE ROSE, THO" A BEAUTIFUL RED: 141] — 


ME roſe, tho' a beautiful red, 
1 65 Looks faded to Phillis's bloom; 
And the breeze from the bean- flower bed, 
Fo her breath's but a feeble perfume. 


The den- drop ſo limpid and gay, 
That looſe on the violet lies, 
Tho' brighten'd by Phœbus's ray, 
Wants luſtre compar'd to her Fw 


A lily T pluck'd in full pride, 
Its freſhneſs with her's to compare ; 
And fooliſhly thought, 'till I try'd, 


The flow'ret was equally fair, 
— 8 1 | | While 
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While thus I went on in her praiſe, . 
My Phillis paſs'd ſporting along; 
Ye poets, I covet no bays, 
She ſmil'd a reward for my ſong, 


THE ADVISER, 


XV] E fair be advis'd by a friend, 
| Whoſe counſel proceeds from the heart, 
On beauty no longer depend, 
Or fly to the efforts of art: 1 
„ia ſhepherd you'd gain to your arms, 4 
Let virtue each action approve; | 
Her charms the ſond boſom alarm,. 
And ſoftens the ſoul into love. 


To day be not nice as a bride, 
To morrow untimely ſevere ; 
Let prudence and truth be your guide,. 
Nor caprice or folly appear : 
Unleſs you thus govern your mind, 
And baniſh deceit from your breaſt, 
Too ſoon by experience you'll find, 
Inconſtancy ne'er can be bleſt. 


« 132 ) 


Neglected you'll wither and fade, 
Till beauty by age ſhall decay, 
Then lonely retreat to the ſhade, 
And mourn the ſad hours away : 
How deſp'rate will then be your fate, 
1 great your fad Joſs to . ; 
entance, alas, is too late, 
hen the power to charm is no more. 


S ON G6. 
THE PEASANT'S PETITION. . 


HEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeen, 
And the meadows their beauties have loſt ; | 
When all nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, * 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound by the froſt: 
When the peaſant, inactive, ſtands ſhiv'ring with cold, 
| Bleak the winds as they northerly blow; 
„And the innocent flocks run for ſhelter to fold, 
* With their fleeces all c cover d with ſnow. 


In the yard when the FIR og are fodderd with ſtraw, 
And ſend forth their breath like a ſteam; } 
When the neat looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw 

Flakes of ice which The finds on her cream: 
The blithe country maiden, as freſh as a role, 
As ſhe careleſsly trips often flides, _ 
| And the ruſtics loud laugh, if in falling ſhe ſhews 
* charms which her " hides. 
6 When 


( 123 ) 


When the lads and the laſſes for company join'd 


And round the hall embers are met, 


Talkof witches, and fairies that ride on the wind, 


And of ghoſts, till they're all in a ſweat : 


When the birds to the barn-door come hov' 1 for 


food, 
Or ſilently fit on the ſpray ; 


And the poor timid hare in vain ſeeks the wocd, 


For faithleſs her footſteps betray. 


Heaven grant, in that ſeaſon, it may be my lot, 


With the girl that I love and admire, 


I may thither in ſafety retire ; 


Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But thofe which each other can cure. 


S O N G. 
WILLIAM AND FANNY, 


HO' toſs d amid the ocean's bed, 
My faithful William be, 


Still as he ſcapes the ſtormy dread, 


Each thought ſhall tend to me: 


This little knot my boſom bears, 


While quiv'ring in the wind, 
Still the rude blaſt my William ſhares, 
Yet ſtill his heart's behind. 


When the Ifickles hang to the eaves of my cot, 


There in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſurpriſe, 
May we live, and no hardſhips endure ; 


While 


O * * * 
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While gentle breezes fill the fail, 
And to his cot he hies; 


His Fanny ſhe ſhall ſtill prevail, 
And thus methinks he fighs — 


Can ablence ſeparate one mind? 


Can conſtancy e'er fail? 
He riſes, leaves a tear bzhind,. 


And tends the ſwelling ſail. 


. 


MIDSUMMER xOOx. 


pin come flutter and Play, 
To life wake my fond drooping breaſt ; 
Who can bear all this fever of day, 
And taſte either pleaſure or reſt ? 
Then panting and dying I'll fly from the hours, 


And hie to the ſtreams, and to ſweet ſhady bow'rs. 


The toils of the field are all o'er,. 
The ſhepherd and ſheep all retreat; 
They think of their paſture no more, 

But crowd to the ſhelter from heat. 
All panting, &c, 


Then welcome, thou dear leafy grove, 
Where Sol cannot peep with a ray; 

Mong woodbines and myrtles Fd rove, 
Alone wear the moments nr. 

Then banting, Kc. 


„ 
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Then Strephon, O come thou not nigh, 
Thy fight I'm not able to bear, 
In vain from Sol's fury ] fly, 


It love and thou follow me here. 
Then panting, &c. 


$.O0-N-6; 


THE JOYS OF HARVEST. 


OW pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er the plains, 
And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels and ſwains 
As they follow the laſt team of harveſ} along, 
And end all their toils with a dance and a ſong : 
Poſleſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 
Bleak Winter's approach they behold without fear, 
And when tempeſts rattle, and hurricanes roar, 
Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſh for more, 


Dear Phillis, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 
And uſe ev'ro moment of life as it flies; 

Gay youth is the ſpring-tide which all muſt i improve, 
For ſummer to ripen an harveſt of love: 

Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 
Tolay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age, 
Whoſe frown ſhall diſarm even Chloe's bright eye, 
Damp the flame in my boſom and pall ev'ry joy. 


4 


SONG, 
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THE CONSTANT. SHEPHERD, 


HE night was ſtill the air ſerene, 
Fann'd by a ſouthern. breeze; 
The glimm'ring moon might juſt be ſeen 
Reflecting thro the trees: 
The babbling water's nt courſe 
From off th' adjacent hill, 
| Was mournful echo's laſt reſource, 
1 All nature was ſo ſtill, 


The al ſhepherd ſought this ſhade, 
By forrow ſore oppreſs'd, 
Cloſe by a fountain's margin, E 
| pgin he thus expreſs d: . 
Al ne hed youth, hy didit Ha love, 
Or hope to meet ſucceſs: 


Or think the fair would conſtant prove, 
Thy blooming hopes to bleſs. 


Find me the roſe on barren ſands, 
The lily midſt the rocks; 
The grape in wild deſerted lands, 
A wolf to guard the flocks: 
Thoſe you, alas! will ſooner gain, 
And will more eaſy find, 
Than meet with aught but cold diſdain, 
In faithleſs womankind. 


* ” '% . 
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$0 N 8. 
LOVE is NOT A JEST, 


S yet a virgin in my teens, 
I liſten'd to each youth, 

And heard them in ſequeſter'd ſcenes 
Declare their love and truth: 

J fmil'd alike at ev'ry tale, 
As then, I do proteſt, 


I thought none ever could prevail 


That love was all a jeſt. 


Free as the birds who gaily bag, 
I paſs'd each coming day, 

Like them, was ever on the wing, 
And careleſs tun'd my lay : 


Alas! too ſoon I find, 'tis plain, 


feel it in my breaſt, 


'Defying Cupid is in vain, 


That love is not a jeſt. 


Young Colin, with a charming air 
For tenderneſs and wit, 
Has won my heart I do declare, 
The pointed ſhaſt has hit: 
If he ſhould aſk I'll give my hand, 
I will, I do proteſt; 


Each rapture 4 will round expand, 


For love is not a a jeſt, 
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S ON G. 


SMILING GROE. 


SAILOR's life's a life, d'ye ſee, 
That drudges late and early; 


5 What matter's that when he's at ſea, 


Tis grog that makes him cheerly: 
For, bleſt with that, no care he knows, 
His heart's with courage ſtor'd ; 
"Tis all the ſame what wind that blows, 
When ſmiling grog's on board. 


Tho' many a ſtormy night he braves, 
Yet fear cannot his courage check; 
Undaunted views the daſhing waves, 
And boldly till he ſtands on deck: 
What fear can e'er a fatlor feel, 
Who ploughs the foaming board; 
He fears not rocks that rub the keel, 
When ſmiling grog's on board. 


The ſails are ſet, the can goes round, 


The helm at watch is ſhifted; 
The lead is heav'd, the bank is found, 
The ſhip by ſeas is drifted: 


What dangers now await the crew, 


She's turning out the freight ſhe's ſtor'd, 
Yet, highly pleas'd the merry few, 
When's ſmiling grog's on board, 


The 


1 
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The ſhip ſhe works, the helm's a-lee, 
The ſea beats o'er the weather bow, | 4 
The pump's at taſk, the leak is free, | 7 
She rights, my boys, juſt now: . 
With eager ſtretch the ſails are clear, We 
She's near the port well ſtor'd ; 2 nn 
Drink now, my hearts, the ſhore is near, vo 
For ſini ing grog's on board. — 


3 0 NC. 
1 ? | ALAS HE STOLE MY HEART AWAY. 


HEN rural lads and laſſes gay, 
Proclaim the birth of roſy May ; 
When round the may-pole on the green, 
The ruſtic dancers all are ſeen; | 
Twas there young jockey met my view, 
His like before I never knew— 
He pip'd fo ſweet, and danc'd ſo gay, 
Alas! he ſtole my heart away. 


-"\W4/ At eve, when cakes 1 ale went md 5 5 
He plac'd him next me on the ground; 1 
With harmleſs mirth and pleaſing jeſt, 0 
He ſhone more bright than all the reſt; i 
He talk'd of love and preſs'd my hand, TIS | 
Ah! who could ſuch a youth withſtand ? 3 
Well pleas'd I heard what he could ſay, 

Alas! he talk'd my heart away, 0 ( 
He pip'd ſo ſweet, and danc'd ſo gay, $ 
Alas! he ſtole my heart away. = 
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Ye tuneful birds that hail the {pring, 
i 


( 140 5 


He often heav'd a tender ſigh, 


While rapture ſparkled in his eye; 
So winning was his face and air, 
It might the coldeſt heart enſnare; 


5 But when he aſk'd me for his bride, 
I promis'd ſoon, and ſoon comply'd ; 
What nymph on earth could ſay him nay, 


His charms muſt ſteal all hearts away: 
He pip'd ſo ſweet, and danc'd ſo gay, 


Alas ! he ſtole my heart away. 


S O N 6. 


THE DEAR POSSESSOR OF MY HEART, 


FT HE dear poſſeſſor of my heart, 


| Is. full of tenderneſs and truth; 
His mind he ſpeaks devoid of art, 
And Til reward the worthy youth. 


In mutual love the joy how great, 
What pleaſing raptures fill each mind, 
Each wiſh with tenderneſs replete, 
Moſt pure, unſullied, and kind, 


Ye flow'rets all your ſweets diſplay ; 
Your choiceſt notes and perfumes bring, 
To greet us on the bridal day, | 


A COLLECTION OF | 


TOASTS axp SENTIMENTS. 


NONSCIOUS innocence and conſtant independ- 
ance. 1 
A bluſh of detection to the lover of deceit. 
Beauty's beſt companion Modeſty. 


May Britiſh chaſtity ever keep pace with Britiſh 
beauty, 


May the preſence of the fair curb the wiſh of the 


licentious. 


fortune every honeſt man's conſtant companion, and 


her eldeſt daughter every villain's inſeparable 


attendant. 


May a poliſhed heart make amends for 4 rough coun- 
tenance. 


May the ſmiles of the fair reward the efforts of the 


brave. 


May the honey of rectitude Creeten the bitterneſs of 
ſorrow, 
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TOASTS. 


May we look forward with pleaſure, and back without 
remorſe. 


May the generous heart always meet a chaſte mate. 
May the friendly boſom never want a faithful friend. 


May poverty never be looked upon with contempt, 
nor wealth as a mark of merit. 


May the turnpike- road to happineſs be free from toll 


bars, and the bye ways furniſhed with * 
poſts. 


May ſentiment never be ſacrificed by the tongue of 
deceit, 


May the biages of generoſity never grow ruſty. 
Thoſe who love pleaſure and contribute to it. 


May the feeling heart poſſeſs the fortune the miſet 
abuſes. 


Perpetual diſappointments to the enemies of Old 


England. 


May prudence, moderation, and an invariable atten- 


tion tothe Pons good, cement the people of Old * * 
England. 


Our Country, and may it continue to be the land of 
liberty to the end of the world. 


May Neptune ever ee Pritain 8 King as his 
Sovereign. 


wh our hearts have for ee, truth, candour, and 


| TOASTS. 
The hand that gives, and the heart that forgives. 


May the volume of beauty never be ſtained by con- 
taminated fingers. 


May the aſcent of innocence ſhew clearly the deſcent 


of infamy. 
Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 


Cheerfulneſ in our cups, content in our minds, and 
competency in our means. | 


_ Friendſhip in a palace, and falſhood in a dungeon. 


Familiaraty bounded by decency, and friendſhip un- 
founded by intereſt, 


Gocdneis in our thoughts, gentleneſs in our words, 
and generoſity in our actions. 


Innocence in affluence, ignorance in rags, injuſtice in 
manacles, and injury in jail. 


Labour's true reward to rr Briton— content and 
plenty. 


May the ſw . wound the heart of 


ſenſibility, _ 


May the artful heart be marked on a diſtorted face. 


May friendſhip be enlivened by good humour, but 
never wounded by wit. 


?May every mirror we look at caſt an honeſt reflection. 


The love of fiberty and the liberty of love. 
May the judgments of our benches never be biaſſed. 
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1 8-7 TOASTS. 
| f May « our virtue be healthy without the phyſic of 
1 7 calamity. | 
" May the regard we have for our own characters deter 
9 | us from injuring others, 
*  Gaiety and innocence, 
1 Delicate pleaſures to ſuſceptible misde 
mr x | 
. Wit without ſlander, and mirth without noiſe. 
5 Sincerity beſore marriage, and fidelity afterwards. 
Pe Love for love. 
1 Sprightlineſs in youth, ability in manhood, awd 
1 ſerenity in old age. | 
Th May the wings of harmony waft us home, and inde- - 


pendent friendſhip meet us there, 
The agreeable rubs of life. 


All that love can give and ſenſibility enjoy. « 
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0 | May our happineſs increaſe till it cannot diminiſh, 
i May the object of our heart be the companion of our | 
i | lives. | | 
4 Religion without prieſtcraft, and politics without party, 

| The harveſt of life—love, wit, and good humour, 


The ſteady friends of Britain. 
May the wings of liberty never loſe a feather, 


by May the trials of love and friendſhip make us ever 
1 reflect with pleaſure. 


The pleaſure of pleaſing. 
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